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DAD'S FIREMAN FRIEND 


Brittany 


I thought it would be a bit strange coming back and 
working with my Dad, and that I might end up wanting to 
get away by the end of it, but I never imagined I would feel 
this way about him. Dom, my Dads crew mate and best 
friend. 


Being near him, every day - I don’t want it to end. I want 
Dom...and I think he wants me too. 


This is so wrong, isn’t it? Going after my own father’s best 
friend? I mean, he is literally old enough to be my Dad 
himself. Even if he’s a couple of years younger than Dad. 


But when I look at Dom, and he looks at me, I don’t see an 
older man. I see the man of my dreams. 


Dom 


I think back to the last time I saw Brittany, seven years ago, 
and the beautiful young woman standing before me. The 
girl in front of me is not an awkward fifteen-year-old with 
braces. No, she’s grown up - in a lot of ways. 


In that moment, I know. It doesn’t matter that she’s Cyrus’ 
daughter, my best friend. She’s going to be mine. As much 
as I love my best friend, nothing’s going to stand in the way 
of me getting my girl. And making her mine forever. 


*Dad's Fireman Friend is a SHORT insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER ONE 


Do 


I laugh, shaking my head as I give my best friend a once- 
over. “Damn, Cyrus,” I say. “You really did a number on 
yourself.” 


Cyrus Warren, the man I’ve served beside at the Fire 
Department of New York for almost twenty years now, 
heaves a sigh. His shoulders droop down, only serving to 
accentuate the crutches propped under his shoulders. “It’s 
not like I asked for it,” he says, sourly. “I had no way of 
knowing the boards were going to give way like that.” 


I lean over and clap him on the shoulder heavily, then dodge 
back, enjoying the fact that he can’t chase after me to 
punch me back. “Well, partner, good job I always have your 
back.” 


Cyrus screws up his face like he wants to disagree, but he 
can’t. It was me who pulled him out of the burning 
warehouse, with his leg bent at an unnatural angle. Not the 
first time, either. It’s always me pulling him out of 


dangerous situations. Being firefighters, we tend to see a 
lot of them. 


“Dominic Tempest,” he says, using my full name - a trick 
that usually means he wants me to pay special attention. 
“Stop being a dick and listen. I need your help.” 


“Alright,” I tell him, giving up on my teasing. I might be 
playing around, but it’s true, I always have his back, and he 
always has mine. If one of us needs something, we get 
serious about it. 


“Tt’s Brittany,” he sighs. “She’s just finished college and she 
was supposed to be coming down this week to start helping 
out.” 


“I remember,” I tell him. How could I forget? Cyrus’ 
daughter was a fixture in my life from the day she was born 
to when she was fifteen years old. That was when her mom 
moved out of state, and Cyrus agreed it was better for her 
to go stay with her mom full-time. Cyrus was a shell of a 
man when she was left. Sure, he was able to visit, but with 
our schedule it was never easy. He’s been looking forward 
to her coming home for months. 


“I was supposed to keep an eye on her,” Cyrus explains. 
“Show her around on her first day, introduce her to 
everyone, get her settled in. Make sure no one gives her a 
hard time. But with this mess, I’m out for at least six 
weeks.” He gestures to his leg, the white cast peeking out 
from under his jeans on one side. 


“And let me guess,” I interrupt. “You want me to pick up the 
Slack.” 


“Yeah,” Cyrus says, giving me a sheepish smile. “Save my 
ass and look after my daughter. I don’t ask for much, huh?” 


“TIl do it,” I tell him. Of course, I’ll do it. I don’t even have to 
think about it. I haven’t seen Brittany in seven years - it will 
be interesting to reconnect and see how she’s changed. 
Plus, it’s not like it will be too strenuous of a job. Brittany’s 
just here for a short internship, to get some experience in 
the workplace and help her decide if she wants to work 
with her old man. I won’t have to get too involved. 


“Thanks, man,” Cyrus says, then flashes me one of his 
trademark smiles. It’s an expression I know all too well 
after two decades of friendship, and it usually signifies some 
kind of mischief. “I’m glad you said that, because I already 
told her you agreed. She’s coming down here soon.” 


I stare at him for a moment, then shake my head in 
amusement. “It’s a good thing you know me as well as you 
think you know me,” I say. “What would you have done if I 
said no?” 


“Beaten your ass with these crutches,” Cyrus grins. His 
cellphone starts to ring in his pocket, and I lean back with 
my arms folded across my chest to watch him fumble to get 
it out without dropping said crutches. If he hadn’t just 
threatened me, I might have helped him out. That’s what he 
gets for being presumptive. 


I let my mind wander back to the last time I saw Brittany. 
She was an awkward fifteen-year-old, with braces on her 
teeth and Miley Cyrus posters all over her bedroom walls. 
She was always a little quiet, a little nerdy. I guess it’s no 
surprise that she ended up getting into a great college and, 
by all accounts, graduating with great success. 


Now the rest of her life is ahead of her. I think back to being 
twenty-two, how things were back then. I wince, a 
remembered pain causing me to rub my left shoulder. It 
wasn’t a great time for me. I shut out the memories, and try 
to think of how it was right before everything came 


crashing down. I was young, full of optimism, hope about 
the world. I imagine Brittany will be the same. 


“She’s outside,” Cyrus says, ending his call and bringing my 
attention back to the present. “Would you go let her in? She 
doesn’t have a pass yet, and it’ll take me forever to hop over 
there.” 


I nod, grinning at him. “Alright, hopalong. You just wait 
here.” 


I leave Cyrus behind and cross the floor of the station, 
passing by several engines ready and waiting to go with 
their crews, to the main entrance. I push a button beside 
the door to unlock it and wrench it open, ready to give 
Brittany my best cheesy welcome. 


And I falter. 


The girl in front of me is not an awkward fifteen-year-old 
with braces. No, she’s all grown up - in a lot of ways. 


She turns to me as I open the door, a sweet smile lingering 
on her lips that shows off her perfect, white teeth. Blonde 
hair curls gently falling down over her shoulders, lingering 
over the straps of a white dress that clings to her body. The 
light of the morning sun conspires to hit such an angle that 
I can see the outline of her legs, the curve from her hips up 
to her chest, through the fabric. 


Her wide blue eyes look up at me, an affection and 
excitement faltering into concern. I should say something. I 
should cover for the fact that I can’t believe what my eyes 
are seeing. 


“Hi, Brittany,” I say, my voice a surprised croak. I wrench 
my eyes up from her pert, round breasts, outlined clearly in 
the sundress. “Long time, no see.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


B rittany 


I adjust the straps of my dress one last time, waiting for 
Dad to come and get the door. I’m excited and nervous, 
ready for my first real day of work. The morning sun is 
casting a golden light across the street, and I turn to take it 
in. Dad’s going to take a while to get across the station 
floor, but impatient energy thrums through me. 


The door opens faster than I expected, and I spin around to 
see a familiar sight, Dom Tempest, my Dad’s best friend for 
as long as I can remember. I break out into a smile to see 
him, reliable as always. 


I expect him to greet me, but he says nothing - just stares. 
My smile falters. Have I done something wrong? His eyes 
sweep up and down my body, was this the wrong outfit to 
wear? 


“Hi Brittany,” he says, his voice strangely choked. “Long 
time, no see.” 


“Yeah,” I agree. “It has been. Nice to see you again, Dom.” 


I step forward almost automatically, into the embrace of 
greeting that seems natural. I slip my arms around him just 
under his shoulders, and he leans down to fit his arms 
around me. Even though I’ve grown a little since we last 
met, he is still so tall - and muscular, his biceps flexing 
around me as his back muscles move under my hands. 


I feel my face heating a little at his touch. I guess it never 
occurred to me that Dom is, well, a man. I had a little bit of 
a crush on him when I was a teenager, but that was all it 
was. He was a hunky firefighter - of course, I was going to 
feel something. Mostly I just looked up to him and the work 
he did, and the way he helped out my Dad. But it had faded 
away when I left to live with Mom. 


I hadn’t expected to come into contact with him again like 
this, as a woman now. To realize that he is a man - a real 
man. All strength and power and confidence, with tanned 
skin from his work outdoors and rough angles to his face 
that make him seem like a carved statue. A gorgeous 
statue. The kind that would sit in an art gallery for the next 
hundred years. 


As we pull away from each other, I take him in properly. 
He’s wearing the dark blue trousers with fluorescent 
stripes of his uniform, combined with a tight V-neck dark 
blue shirt emblazoned with the FDNY logo. It clings to his 
body, showing the lines of his pecs and his six-pack 
underneath, while his biceps bulge out of the sleeves. 


Okay, Brit, get a handle on yourself. This is Dad’s best friend 
you’re thinking about. Uncle Dom. The guy who lifted you 
onto his shoulders when you were a kid. Just because you’re 
all grown up now, doesn’t mean you have to pant like a dog 
over his muscles. 


I let him lead me across the station, my eyes wide as I take 
in all the machinery, the engines, the crews in their 


protective gear. The walls are covered with replacement 
hoses and maps of the city, red paint marking out different 
areas. 


And my Dad - standing next to one of the engines, one of his 
hands loose of his crutches as he waves at me. 


I rush forward to hug him, happy to see him. I’ve been 
home - my old home - for a few days already, but we 
haven’t been able to spend a lot of time together. Trust him 
to break his leg right before I was due to arrive. He’s been 
getting his cast and his check-ups while I settled in, setting 
up my room to be more suitable for my age and meeting up 
with a few old friends. 


“Hey, Cupcake,” he says, the old nickname that he will 
probably still be using when I’m his age. “You ready to get 
started?” 


“Yeah,” I say breathlessly, stepping back carefully to avoid 
knocking his cast or his crutches. “I’m really excited.” 


“You’re gonna do great,” Dad says, giving me a wink. 
“Dom’s going to look after you. Aren’t you, Dom?” 


I want to roll my eyes, do I really need to be looked after? 
But Dom is nodding beside me. “That I am. You need 
anything, all you have to do is ask.” 


“Thanks,” I say, in spite of myself. The idea of getting 
anything I want from Dom is suddenly far more appealing 
than asserting my independence. I’ve been self-sufficient 
through my years of college, but maybe it will be nice to 
rely on someone again. 


“Alright,” Dad says, picking up his crutch and then 
hesitating. I can see that he doesn’t want to go. “And you'll 
call me if anything happens, won’t you?” His voice is 
strangely thick, like there’s something caught in his throat. 


“Nothing’s going to happen,” I assure him. “I’m not going to 
be in any danger. I’m not going out with the crews. You just 
go home and rest.” 


Dad clears his throat, looking at Dom with watery eyes. 
“You promise you’ll look after her, won’t you?” he asks 
again. 


“I promise,” Dom says. He grips Dad’s shoulder with one 
firm hand, giving him a light shake. “Like she was my own.” 


Having Dom think of me as his daughter doesn’t sound sexy 
at all, and I try to hide the slight disappointment at that to 
smile and nod at Dad. At last he seems satisfied and starts 
to hop away. 


“See you tonight, Cupcake,” he says, making his way 
towards the door I just came through. He doesn’t wait for 
me to reply or give him a parting hug. I get the sense that 
he’s feeling far too emotional to stay any longer. 


Which leaves me standing watching him go, with Dom right 
next to me. I become aware of the heat of his body, flowing 
off him in waves, and I almost jump away. “Right,” I say, 
hastily, smoothing my dress down across my thighs. “Are 
you going to give me the tour, then?” 


CHAPTER TAREE 


Do 


Like she was my own? Why did I say that? What an idiot! I 
can’t stop groaning internally as Cyrus turns to leave, 
hearing my own words over and over in my head. 


I definitely don’t feel like Brittany is my own daughter. That 
would be weird, and extremely inappropriate, given how 
attracted to her I am. 


Which is definitely also something I should not be feeling. 
Her father, who I apparently need to remind myself is also 
my best friend, is right there. 


“Right,” Brittany says, her hands fluttering across her 
thighs and only serving to draw my attention to the curve of 
her hips and outline of her thighs that I saw in the sunlight 
outside. “Are you going to give me the tour, then?” 


I send a kill signal to the twitching in my cock at the 
thought of those thighs and try to switch on professional 
mode. “Yeah,” I agree, shifting and running a hand back 
through my hair to try to get some focus. “Let’s start with 
the engines. We have three here, as you can see. No one’s 


out on a call at the moment, which is good news for the 
city.” 


I start going through the motions of the standard tour, 
something I’ve done before for other new employees and 
even members of the press. I’m usually the one that gets 
chosen to show journalists around, given that I’m one of the 
members of the team here who has managed to maintain 
my good looks over the years. 


It’s not vanity, it’s just wanting to do my job right. The more 
fit I stay, the easier it is to run into a burning building and 
make a rescue. That means eating right, working out, 
getting fresh air, and looking after myself. Apparently, those 
are the ingredients you need to keep your body young for 
longer. 


All of which means I am super good at giving tours, and I 
can do it almost without even switching my attention on. I 
can point out the break room, the rest rooms, our 
emergency exits and gathering points, all without having to 
stop drinking in the sight of Brittany. 


She’s attentive and responsive, which doesn’t hurt. Still the 
bright girl that I remember. She steps in front of me as I 
show her one area of the station and my eyes are drawn to 
her firm ass, just begging for me to spanked and find out 
exactly how firm it is. Her long, shapely legs are bronzed 
and toned. Even so, as I found out when she stepped into 
my arms at the door, she’s still short on me, but just the 
right height to tuck her head into my chest. 


My hands ache to encircle her hips. I didn’t expect any of 
this at all. I can’t be feeling this way, can I? Really? This is 
Cyrus’ girl - I remember her as a little kid. She has no right 
growing up into a woman like this. 


But I am feeling this way. 


“This is my crew,” I tell her, leading her over to the group of 
men and women lounging in the break room. “Charlie, Meg, 
Ashton, Frankie, and Jake, who’s standing in for your Dad 
for the next couple of weeks.” 


All of them wave at her in greeting, and I catch Jake and 
Charlie eyeing her up and down in a way that tells me in no 
uncertain terms they see it too. The attractive young 
woman she has become. It sends a sharp sting of rage 
through me, at the thought that one of them might try to 
get their grubby little hands on her. Not on my watch. 


In that moment, I know. It doesn’t matter that she’s Cyrus’ 
daughter, not really. That won’t be enough to make me stay 
away. It couldn’t possibly. 


The thought of her with one of these other guys makes my 
blood boil. I won’t let that happen. I won’t let anyone else 
sully her with their touch. No, Brittany is going to be mine. I 
will make her mine. 


That’s the only thought running through my head when she 
turns to me with a bright smile and asks if the tour is over. I 
nod, wishing I could invent some reason to keep her with 
me a little longer. 


I don’t know how I’m going to be able to bear this. Having 
her working so close - but having to leave her be. Stay 
professional. 


I wonder how long it’s going to take for me to break. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


B rittany 


I sit down at my desk - which feels surreal to say. My own 
desk, in the fire station where my Dad has spent his whole 
working life. I never thought I would end up here, but at 
the same time, it feels so right. 


I pick up the massive stack of paperwork that has been left 
in my tray. I’ve already had my briefing with someone from 
the administrative team, I have to go through all of this old 
paperwork and digitize it, file it into the computer system 
so that it’s fully backed up. I also have to look out for any 
missing fields or mistakes, things that don’t add up, so we 
can get them corrected. There’s going to be an audit on the 
station’s paperwork soon, and they want to help me 
prepare. 


Working on my own is a little nerve-wracking, but I can 
handle it. I only wish there was some reason that Dom 
would have to sit here with me. I cast a longing look over to 
the break room. I can only see the door, not who is sitting 
inside. I allow myself a moment to remember Dom’s strong 
arms and broad chest, and wet my lips. 


No. I need to focus on my work. I’m sure he doesn’t see me 
that way, anyway. Like his own daughter, right? I pick up 
the first piece of paper as I wait for the computer to boot up 
so I can log in and get to work. 


“You’re the new intern, right?” 


I look up and see another staff member, wearing an FDNY 
lanyard over civilian clothes. He doesn’t look familiar at all. 
“Yeah,” I tell him. “I’m Brittany Warren.” 


“Jordan,” he says, waving the ID on his lanyard. “I’m in 
dispatch. Just heading through for my break.” 


“Oh, nice to meet you,” I say, not sure what else he’s 
expecting to hear. 


“T was told you’re Cyrus Warren’s little girl,” he says, giving 
me a pointedly suggestive look. I get the impression that 
he’s trying to look down the front of my dress. “You’re not 
so little.” 


“T just graduated college,” I say. I don’t know why. It’s not 
like I have anything to prove to this guy, who is fast coming 
off as a creep. 


He sits down on the edge of my desk, taking a lingering 
glance down at my crotch as he does so. I fight the urge to 
rearrange my dress. “If you need help getting to know the 
area, let me know. I could show you where the good bars 
are.” 


“I grew up here,” I tell him, hoping he will get the hint and 
leave me alone. 


“Still,” he says, leaning over to whisper in my ear. “You 
should let me take you out. I’ll help you fit in here a lot 
better. You don’t want to stick with someone cold and aloof 


like Dom. Let me show you how loving we can be to our co- 
workers here.” 


I jump back, the wheels of my chair spinning across the 
concrete floor. “I don’t need your help,” I tell him, the most 
constrained response I can manage. Actually, I want to 
scream at him to leave me alone. 


“Your funeral,” Jordan sneers. In an instant, his demeanor 
has changed. It seems that if I don’t want to go along with 
his enticements, he’ll give me threats instead. “I should 
have guessed that any daughter of Cyrus would be just as 
pig-shit dumb as he is.” 


His words feel like a slap across my face. How could he say 
that about my Dad? About me? 


“You obviously take after him,” Jordan adds. “From what I 
hear, your Mom was ready to spread her legs for anyone, 
even after they got married. But you’re just a prude.” 


That’s the last straw. Talking about my Mom - it’s not fair. 
They divorced when I was young, too young to even know 
what went on between them. I feel tears gathering in my 
eyes. I don’t want to show any weakness in front of him - 
but I can’t help it. It hurts. 


Is this what it’s going to be like, working here? 


I’m trying to consider my options when out of the corner of 
my eye I see the most welcome sight of the day. Dom. 


And he doesn’t look happy. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


Do 


“Jordy,” I say, catching his attention. 


Jordan looks up, and I get the pleasure of seeing his 
expression change instant by instant. First there’s the sneer 
of contempt that he plastered on his face after Brittany 
turned him down, right within my earshot. Then there’s a 
look of concern, as he wonders what I’m doing here. Finally, 
abject terror as he realizes what I’m about to do. 


And that’s the last thing I manage to see, before my fist 
connects with his jaw. 


I see red. I shouldn’t react like this. But who does Jordan 
think he is, talking to Brittany like that? Nobody gets to 
harass my girl and put tears in her eyes. The creep needs 
knocking down a peg or two. And as he lays on the floor 
groaning, and clutching his jaw in pain, it looks like I might 
have achieved just that. 


“What’s going on over here?” 


I look up and immediately know I’ve messed up. I had no 
idea the Chief was nearby, but it looks like he saw 
everything. He’s striding over with an angry look on his 
face, every inch of him bristling. 


“Nothing, sir.” I assume a more formal posture. I don’t look 
down at Jordan to see if he will back me up. The little 
weasel will do what he wants. I don’t want to complicate 
matters by having the Chief thinking I’m intimidating him 
into lying. 


“Jordan?” the Chief demands. 


I hear a groaning noise, and glance over to see Jordan 
hauling himself to his feet. He rubs his jaw one more time 
before speaking. “Nothing, sir. I just tripped and hit my face 
on the floor. Guess I wasn’t looking where I was going.” 


I relax, tension ebbing away. Jordan knows that covering for 
me was the right thing to do. First of all, it’s part of our 
unspoken code, we don’t get each other into trouble. If you 
do, you risk bringing down the wrath of the whole station. 


Secondly, if he did report me for hitting him, he’d have to 
admit to what he said. That would probably be enough to 
land him in a disciplinary hearing for sexual harassment, 
depending on what it was that he whispered into Brittany’s 
ear. Not to mention the fact that he was trash-talking one of 
the firefighters, as well as a new member of staff. Even if he 
didn’t get disciplined for it by the Chief, he’d be getting the 
cold shoulder from his colleagues for a good while. 


“Are you sure about that?” the Chief looks from me to 
Jordan, and then to Brittany. One by one, we all nod mutely. 


“Yes, sir,” Jordan mutters. 


The Chief hesitates. I know he saw something, at least the 
aftermath with me standing over Jordan on the floor, but he 


can’t do anything about it if we won’t admit it happened. 
“Don’t let me catch you tripping again,” he says. Even 
though it sounds like he’s talking to Jordan, he’s looking 
right at me. “This is a place of work. I expect professional 
behavior and pay attention to where you’re going.” 


He pauses a moment longer to assess us, but no one is 
going to crack. Brittany is looking resolutely at the floor, as 
if she doesn’t dare look up. Then he turns on his heel and 
walks away, back to whatever it was he was doing before he 
spotted us. 


“Chief’s right,” I say, turning back towards Jordan and 
keeping my voice deliberately low. “You need to be more 
careful.” 


Jordan clears his throat, stubbornly looking off to the side 
while he makes small movements with his jaw, trying to 
settle it into place. “Don’t threaten me.” 


“You think this is a threat?” I let the question linger for a 
moment before answering it myself. “I just showed you 
exactly how serious I am. Don’t come anywhere near 
Brittany again. If you do, it won’t just be me you have to 
deal with. Cyrus will want your ass too” 


Jordan looks like he wants to make some kind of clever 
retort to show us that he doesn’t care, but he twinges his 
jaw as he opens his mouth, and winces. “Whatever,” he 
says, brushing past me. “I got the message.” 


I wait until he’s gone to allow the rage to rush out of my 
body. I couldn’t let him see any kind of weakness, but now 
that he’s out of earshot, I turn to Brittany. 


“Are you alright?” I ask. I want to cup her face in my hands 
and look into her eyes, but I hold myself back. She doesn’t 
need spooking any more than she already has been. 


“Yeah,” she manages. She looks up to meet my eyes and 
flashes me a bright smile. “Thanks, Dom. My hero.” 


I grin at that and cast one more dark look at Jordan’s back 
before straightening up. “Anytime, Brit. You just let me 
know. I’m watching out for you.” 


I mean it, too. But there’s just one question that I need to 
answer. 


How do I show her that I’m watching over her for her sake 
- and not just because Cyrus asked me to? 


CHAPTER SIX 


B rittany 


Dom walks away, leaving me staring at his broad back as I 
try to take in what just happened. I can’t believe he did that 
for me, just sucker-punched him right in the face. I have to 
admit that I’m impressed. Just one hit, and Jordan was 
sprawled out on the floor at his feet. 


Maybe it’s a little scary, too, to see that much strength and 
power. To know that he could probably snap me in half with 
his bare hands if he wanted to. But more than anything 
else, it’s a turn-on. 


He hit a co-worker in the face just to protect my honor. No 
questions, no checking to find out whether I’d done 
something wrong or led Jordan on somehow. He just went 
for it. I was right when I thought of him as being a real 
man. He’s pure masculinity, through and through. 


My eyes drop to the paperwork and I get started on typing 
in the data onto my computer. It’s not difficult work, and 
doesn’t require much thought. All I have to do is copy down 


what I see. Which means that, even though I’m hard at 
work, my mind is free to wander. 


Free to imagine what it likes. 


And it imagines a lot. It imagines undressing Dom, getting a 
real look at what he has going on under that tight shirt. 
Tugging down those fireman’s trousers and finding out if 
his thighs match his arms. It imagines him pushing me up 
against the wall and tugging my dress up over my body, 
stripping my underwear away from me like it was made of 
cotton candy, and setting his tongue to work on the exposed 
parts of me. 


It imagines hot and heavy kisses, his large hands cupping 
my breasts - dipping down between my legs to stroke 
away... 


But that’s just about all it imagines. Even while I’m feeling 
hot under the collar and knowing that I shouldn’t be 
thinking about this kind of thing at work, I am still 
disappointed that I can’t imagine anything more. Nothing 
but a vague sense of his body over mine, moving in rhythm, 
gained from movies and TV shows. 


Because I can’t imagine what happens next from my own 
experience. I’ve never had sex - not even come close, not 
close enough to know what it would feel like. How amazing 
it would be. 


I try to put all naughty thoughts of Dom out of my head and 
concentrate on getting the paperwork typed up into the 
system. It’s not easy when I see him again on my lunch 
break, and he gently asks me how I’m doing and if the work 
is going good. It’s not easy when he gets called out on a job 
with his crew, and I watch him pile into the fire engine with 
the others, all professional speed and practiced action. 


Then I think about him maybe being in danger, and my 
heart leaps. 


I’ve never got used to it. Even when I was a kid, thinking of 
my Dad being out at a fire made me afraid and nervous. I 
knew he was doing his job, and that it was important - that 
he had to save lives. But I never got over the fear that he 
would lose his. 


And so, I sigh with relief when Dom comes back in with his 
crew, stripping off soot-stained visors and jackets, to show 
that he is still in one piece. 


By the time the day ends, I know I’ve made the right choice 
to come here for my internship. I’m looking forward to 
coming in tomorrow - and I’m looking forward to the rest of 
the summer, coming in day after day to work in service of 
other people's lives. Seeing Dom daily? Well, that might just 
be the cherry on top. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


Do 


It’s hard to believe a week has passed already. I swear, I’m 
still not used to seeing Brit sitting at a desk in the station, 
her lips pursed and brow slightly furrowed with 
concentration as she works her way through the huge stack 
of paperwork she’s been given. 


I barely need to check on her, really. Cyrus was worried 
over nothing. His daughter is smart, and she’s settling in 
well. Everyone seems to like her - because of course, they 
do. Not just in a creepy way like Jordan, either. She’s bright 
and cheerful, and pretty. Who wouldn’t want to have her 
around all of the time? 


Still, I made a promise. That’s the excuse that I’m using to 
go over and check up on her yet again, even though I can 
see from here that she’s doing fine. 


“Hey, Brit,” I call out, heading over to her desk. “How’s it 
going?” 


She looks up and flashes me one of her bright smiles, her 
white teeth almost sparkling between cherry-red lips. I 


doubt that her intention with that makeup was to make me 
imagine her lips around my cock, but that’s what happens 
anyway. I almost falter in my steps, the reaction is so strong. 
“It’s going great, Dom. You get any call-outs today?” 


I’m still picturing her head bobbing up and down on my 
cock, those wide blue eyes open as she breaks off to 
breathe my name. 


Whew. I shake my head briefly to clear the image away. This 
is my place of work - I can’t be walking around with a hard- 
on. “Not yet. Still a few hours to go though. What are you 
up to?” 


“Inputting this data, still,” Brittany says, turning back to 
face her monitor with a small sigh. “It’s kind of boring. I 
wish I could work out a way to make it go quicker.” 


“Let me see.” I take the excuse of looking at the monitor to 
lean down and place a hand on her shoulder. Her skin is 
warm under my hand, even through the light button-up 
blouse she’s wearing. I can feel the rhythm of her breath 
moving her chest up and down. 


I have no idea what I’m looking at on the screen. I linger a 
little longer all the same, wanting to keep that connection. 


“Do you know anything about this program?” she asks. 
Aha. Busted. “Nope,” I say, letting a grin fall onto my face. 


Brittany looks up at me, her face just inches away from 
mine. She breaks out into a smile too, and her eyes dip 
down to rest on my lips for a long moment before meeting 
my gaze again. 


Is it just me, or is she flirting? 


“Then why did you offer to help?” she asks. 


I consider reminding her that I made a promise to Cyrus, 
but I don’t want to bring thoughts of her Dad into this. 
Besides, it’s not about that anymore. It hasn’t been since 
the moment I saw how beautiful she is. “Because I want to 
make sure that you’re happy, any way I can.” 


Her flirtatious expression falters for a moment into 
something more serious, and a light blush appears on her 
cheeks. I could watch her all day, especially this close. 
Bringing out those changing emotions, which she can’t help 
but show on her face, is a treat. 


She bites her lip momentarily, like she doesn’t dare say 
something. Then she opens her oh-so-kissable mouth and 
says it anyway. “Absolutely any way that you can?” 


I raise my eyebrows. I’m impressed. I didn’t think she would 
be that bold. “That sounds like a challenge,” I tell her. 


She leans forward minutely, bringing her lips that much 
closer to mine. Her eyes keep darting down like she can’t 
keep her thoughts away from my mouth. The feeling is 
mutual. “Maybe it is,” she says. 


I don’t care that we’re in the middle of the station, the place 
where we both work. For a moment, I am too tempted. I’m 
going to lean in and kiss her. 


Until her cell phone, sitting on the desk, starts blasting out 
a merry tune that makes the both of us jump and pull away. 


Damnit. 


Distractions be damned - I’m about to grab her by the arm 
and haul her off to a supply closet, somewhere where we 
won't be interrupted or caught by our co-workers. 


“Oh,” she says, and there’s such a note of panic in that 
single word that all thoughts of getting up to no good 


instantly drop from my mind. 


“What is it?” I ask, hurriedly, worried that something might 
be wrong. 


“It’s my Dad,” Brit says. She hesitates, then grabs the 
phone up off the desk and answers the call, in a falsely 
bright tone. “Hi, Dad! Yeah, I’m still at work.” 


She darts one guilty glance my way and then refuses to look 
again, a blush almost as dark as her lipstick spreading 
across her cheeks. I take the hint and retreat, back to the 
break room where I should have been headed. I guess the 
association of me with Cyrus is a little too much for her, like 
She feels like she’s going behind his back to flirt with me. 


Which means one very good thing. I didn’t imagine the idea 
that the attraction was mutual. 


She wants me. 
And I’m only too happy to oblige. 


She’s going to be mine - just as soon as we figure out a way 
around the roadblock that is Cyrus Warren. As much as I 
love my best friend, nothing’s going to stand in the way of 
me getting my girl. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


B rittany 


I want Dom... and I think he wants me too. 


The thought sends a thrill down my spine, just at the same 
time as it makes me want to cringe. This is so wrong, isn’t 
it? Going after my own father’s best friend? I mean, he is 
literally old enough to be my Dad himself! Even if he’s a 
couple of years younger than Dad... 


But when I look at Dom, and he looks at me, I don’t see an 
old man. Not the way I do when I look at my Dad. I see 
someone in the prime of his life, hot as hell, and - best of all 
- single and unattached. If he was my age, I wouldn’t 
hesitate. 


After yesterday and the almost-kiss that I’m sure we were 
about to have, I’ve decided I’m not going to hesitate any 
longer in this case, either. 


I dress deliberately in the shortest skirt that I own, a little 
white number that brushes mid-thigh with schoolgirl pleats. 
I wouldn’t normally dress this way to try and - what? 
Seduce someone? - but I want to make it clear how I feel. 


How the thought of Dom’s arms around me makes me want 
to melt. 


I want his attention, all day long. I know I won’t get any 
trouble from Jordan, or anyone else, with Dom watching 
over me. It’s odd to say it, but I even feel safe to dress like 
this for him in public - something I’ve never even been 
tempted to do before. I used to wear this skirt over black 
leggings so no one could see anything. Now I’m wearing it 
even without anything. 


I have a plan to get him on his own. I just hope I haven’t 
read everything wrong. Once it’s just the two of us, it’s 
down to him to show me he wants me and make the first 
move. I don’t think I would dare to do it myself. 


I enter the station with a thrill of nerves, glancing around 
quickly to see if Dom is around. He must be in the break 
room, or maybe out on a call, because one of the engines is 
missing from its usual spot. I quell the feeling of panic - 
he’ll be around eventually. He always comes to check that 
I’m alright. 


I sit at my desk and start typing, tugging at the hem of my 
skirt to make sure it covers everything while I’m waiting for 
Dom to appear. The last thing I want to do is give everyone 
else an eyeful by accident. 


I don’t know if I made the right choice. I feel so nervous, 
every minute that I sit here. Will everyone think that I’m 
easy? That I just dress like this all of the time? Maybe this 
was a mistake. Maybe I should make an excuse and go 
home to change... 


a Hey.” 


I almost jump out of my chair. In all my panic, I didn’t even 
realize that Dom was coming over to me. I look up at him in 


shock, and only just manage to rearrange my face to look 
somewhat normal. “Hi,” I say, my voice weak and high- 
pitched. I clear my throat. “How’s it going?” 


Dom leans a lazy arm over the back of my chair, bending 
down to my level. “Not bad. First team is out. We’re third 
team today, so might not get a call.” 


“You’ve got lots of free time, then?” I ask, trying to sound 
casual. Of course, I knew that his crew was last on the 
roster today. They’ll only go out if there are another two fire 
emergencies before the first one can be dealt with. This was 
all part of my plan. My heart is beating so fast and loud 
inside my chest that I think he must be able to hear it. 


“Sure,” Dom shrugs. “Just sitting around, mostly. Not that I 
want there to be a fire, obviously.” 


“Maybe you could show me some things, while you’re 
bored?” I suggest quickly, glancing around. “I had the basic 
tour, but I'd like to learn more.” 


“Sure,” Dom says, straightening up and offering me his 
hand. “What do you want to see?” 


I glance around, feigning indecision. “Um... what about the 
rescue operations logistic truck? I want to see what it’s like 
on the inside.” I grab hold of his hand to get up and feel the 
heat between us. It shoots through my body like electric 
sparks. I’m disappointed when he lets go as soon as I’m on 
my feet. 


“Follow me,” he says, doing an impression of a waiter ata 
fancy restaurant with a half-bow as he leads me across to 
the vehicle. 


I chose it carefully. Truth be told, I’ve already seen the 
inside. My direct supervisor, Amy, gave me a tour of all of 
the vehicles in depth so that I would understand some of 


the terminology on the forms I’ve got to type up and check. 
The truck in question is parked right at the back of the 
station, with its doors opening on the back wall. Inside is 
the largest space of any of the vehicles - just enough room 
for two people to stand in it together and walk right in to 
the front, where the lights of the station won’t penetrate 
the stacks of equipment. 


The most private space in the whole of the station. 


“Here we are,” Dom says, leading me to the back of the 
truck. “Let me get the steps down so you can climb up.” 


“No need,” I tell him breezily. I hook my foot up onto the 
tailgate, hold onto it with my hands, and push myself up. I 
know he gets a full flash of my panties when I do it - and 
I’ve chosen lacy ones just for the occasion. It sends a thrill 
down my spine. I’ve never done anything like this before. 
No one has ever seen what’s under those panties. 


Dom makes a choked sound in his throat, and I turn to look 
back down at him. “Need a hand up?” I ask. 


Dom bobs his head to the side. “I’ve got it,” he says, in a 
slightly strained voice. As he climbs up, I notice him 
discreetly trying to rearrange his cock, and I have to turn 
away to hide the gleeful smile that lights up my face. 


“Alright,” he says, seeming to catch his breath. “These here 
are the buckets. As you can see, we’ve got a lot of them. 
That’s just in case we need to form a line and pass them 
down, maybe get members of the community involved in 
helping out. We don’t want to be caught short on a big 
callout.” 


“What are those, over there?” I ask, pointing right down 
into the gloom of the truck. 


Dom clears his throat. “Let’s go take a look,” he suggests, 
gesturing for me to lead the way. 


Everything is going just how I hoped. I have to refrain from 
doing a skip as I move through the crowded interior 
towards the far end. I step carefully, one foot right in front 
of the other, to give him some extra wiggle while I’m at it. 


My heart is thrumming inside my chest. This is it. Me and 
Dom Tempest - not something I ever expected to want. But 
I want it so bad, I can’t stop my hands from shaking as I 
reach the back wall and pretend to bend over for a closer 
look. 


CHAPTER NINE 


Do 


A strangled groan escapes my throat as she bends over 
again, pushing that perfect ass up into the air. The hem of 
her skirt skims up to right under the line of her panties, 
which I was treated to a full show of just a moment ago. 


She can’t be that naive, right? This is all a come-on. 
And I’m more than willing to answer that call. 


I move after her like a panther, smooth grace and hunger. 
It’s hard to believe this gorgeous, curvy bodied twenty-two- 
year-old is interested in her father's forty-year-old best 
friend, but here we are. I’m not imagining the signals she is 
sending me. And there’s no way in hell I’m going to resist. 


When I catch up to her, she turns and straightens up, in 
what can’t be coincidental timing. She stands so close to me 
I can feel rather than see the way her chest heaves up and 
down with every breath. Her head is tilted up towards 
mine, an invitation that I immediately take. 


Our lips meet in a crash, hunger and desire pouring out 
through hot flesh. Her lips are sweet and plump. I’m 
thankful that she skipped the lipstick today. Not only will 
there be no mark of this on me, but I get to taste her fully. I 
slip my hand around the side of her jaw to hold her in place 
and feel her moan gently into my mouth. 


She is everything I imagined and more. Pliable and soft 
against my mouth and hands, melting into me. I can no 
longer doubt that she might want me just as much as I want 
her. Her body is showing me, from the way she presses 
urgently against me to the way her lips part easily when I 
push my tongue inside. 


We might not have long. Not before someone comes looking 
for me, or for her, and finds us missing. Or maybe they want 
to fetch something from the truck and get more than they 
bargained for. Either way, as much as I want to savor every 
moment of this, I also know that I want to be inside her. My 
hands slide down to her breasts, cupping both of them at 
the same time, stepping back so that there is space 
between us for my hands to move and squeeze. Brit moans 
into my mouth again, a vibration running through my jaw 
and down my neck that sends a signal right to my stiffening 
cock. 


I can feel the rigid outline of her bra, stiff fabric and 
underwire. In the way. I want it gone. I grasp her shirt and 
work my way swiftly down the buttons. Brit doesn’t stop me. 
Her hands rest on my hips, pulling me towards her but 
staying out of the way of my ministrations, impeding 
nothing. Now when my hands glide over her breasts it’s not 
just lace and cotton and wire I can feel, but the heated skin 
around it. 


I dip my head away from hers for a moment to catch her 
eyes, and raise an eyebrow in question as my fingers tease 


the edge of her bra. She nods once, breathlessly, enough to 
let me know I can go on. I catch her mouth with mine again, 
then run hot kisses down the side of her jaw and neck as my 
fingers push the offending fabric up and out of the way. 


My hands work her exposed breasts, circling her nipples as 
they pebble in the cool air, eliciting more gasps and quiet 
moans. I sink to one knee, half-standing, just the right 
height to put my tongue to work licking and sucking 
everywhere that my hands are not. I feel her catch her 
breath and look up, fixing my eyes on hers as my left hand 
slides up her thigh, underneath her skirt. 


CHAPTER TEN 


B rittany 


Could this be it? Will I finally go all the way? 


Dom’s hands and tongue on my breasts feel amazing, 
nothing close to what I could have imagined. The 
combination of his hot breath and the cold air, tracing and 
tweaking, is not at all similar to the way it feels when I 
touch my own nipples. This is so much more - so much 
better. 


He breaks off suddenly, and I want to whine with 
disappointment. I look down and see a devilish expression 
on his face as one of his hands starts to slide up my thigh, 
higher and higher, inside the fabric of my skirt. A shiver of 
need runs through me. Yes, this is right - this is what I 
want, more than anything. 


My whole body jerks in surprise, dislodging Dom’s hand and 
almost knocking him over, when the sound of my phone 
peals out in the small space. 


“Oh, no!” I mutter, fumbling for the pile of folded hoses 
where I set my phone down only a moment before. I have to 


shut it off - quickly - before someone hears us! I manage to 
grab hold of it and lift the screen, only to see - 


My Dad is calling. 


I automatically hit the button on the side to turn off the 
sound, but what am I supposed to do? I can’t ignore the 
call. I’m supposed to be sitting at my desk, where I would 
be able to answer the call with no problem at all. What 
excuse could I possibly come up with? 


While I’m worrying about it, the call shuts off, the screen 
going dark. 


“What was that?” Dom asks. 


I bite my lip, fully aware that what I am about to say might 
spoil the mood. I feel exposed all of a sudden, my breasts 
fully visible in the chilly air, my shirt unbuttoned all the way. 
“It was my Dad,” I say. “He ended the call. But -” 


And before I can warn Dom that he’s likely to call back until 
he gets hold of me, the screen lights up again. And this time 
it’s even worse. 


It’s a video call. 


“Oh, god,” Dom says. He has stood up to look down at the 
phone with me, and in the glare from the screen, his face 
looks white. He lunges forward into action before I can even 
gather my thoughts - probably because he’s used to dealing 
with panicked situations - and yanks my bra back down 
over my breasts. 


I start on the top buttons of my shirt while he works from 
the bottom, and I have just enough time to run a hand down 
over my head to correct any mussing before hitting the 
accept button on the call. 


“Hey, Dad!” I say, giving him my best innocent nothing-to- 
see-here smile. “I’m just taking a tour of the rescue 
operations logistics truck.” 


“Oh, yeah?” I can see that he’s sitting at home, propped up 
on the sofa, where he has been most days. “I got a little 
worried when you didn’t answer. Sorry, Cupcake. Just being 
overprotective dad over here.” 


“No, don’t worry. I’m back here with...” I catch sight of Dom 
shaking his head wildly. “One of the girls. I wanted to know 
how everything works. I should be going back to my desk 
soon.” 


“Don’t let me keep you,” Dad says hurriedly. “Sorry again - 
for getting a little paranoid. Guess I’m going stir crazy here, 
not being able to work.” 


“Just over four weeks,” I remind him. “Then you’ll be back 
and complaining you never have any free time.” 


Dad laughs. “You’re right. Okay. See you when you get 
home.” 


“Love you,” I murmur quickly, before the video shuts off. 


I take a shaky breath. Dad’s disapproval of me getting 
together with Dom seems almost like a foregone conclusion, 
and he seems to have a knack of knowing just when the two 
of us are getting close to really lay the guilt on thick. 


“That was, uh,” Dom starts. In the darkness of the truck, I 
can only just make out the outlines of his face, my vision still 
adjusting from the bright lights of the video. 


“Yeah,” I say. “I’m... sorry.” 
“Sorry about the call?” Dom asks. 


“Yeah.” 


“Good. Because I’m not sorry about the rest,” he says. One 
of his arms circles my waist, drawing me in closer to where 
he sits, perched on a stack of equipment. 


“Me either,” I say, glad that it’s dark enough that he won’t 
be able to see how heavily I’m blushing. 


“Maybe we should get a little more privacy, next time,” Dom 
suggests, and my heart leaps in my chest - then plummets 
down to between my legs - at the thought of there being a 
next time. “You should come to my place.” 


“When?” I ask, breathlessly hoping that he will say tonight. 


He smiles, catching a strand of my hair and twirling it 
around his finger. My eyes are adjusting to the light again, 
and I can see the flash in his eyes. “Saturday. It’s my next 
day off, and I know you’re not working either.” 


I almost sag against him in disappointment. “But that’s four 
days away.” 


“This will have to last you until then,” he says, catching hold 
of the side of my face to draw me down for a deep kiss. I 
don’t want him to stop, but he pulls away. 


I can’t catch my breath to give him any kind of witty reply. I 
can’t make my brain work, even if I wanted to. I feel like I’m 
made up of stars, all spinning around inside my head. 


“And no more short skirts,” Dom says, grinning. His hand 
slips unexpectedly down, lifts the skirt out of the way, and 
squeezes my ass firmly. “ You’re going to drive me wild.” 


“That was the idea,” I manage breathlessly. 


He laughs and gets up, planting one last kiss on the side of 
my mouth. “Until Saturday.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Do 


Saturday evening couldn’t come quick enough. Now that it 
has, I can’t wait any longer. 


Apparently, Brit feels the same, because my doorbell rings a 
full fifteen minutes before she is due to arrive. I swear and 
switch the burners on the stove down to the low, then rush 
over to greet her. 


I almost have a heart attack right there at the door. My eyes 
drink in every inch of her, from the ground up, slinky little 
high heels, barely more than a couple of straps, turn her 
calves into a work of art. Those legs vanish up into a very 
tight, very short dress which hugs every curve of her body - 
over her hips, in at her waist, and up to her chest, where 
the round neckline skims across the top of what should be 
her bra - but isn’t, which I know because I can see her 
nipples poking through the fabric. Her blonde hair falls in 
effortless curls over her shoulders and down her back, and 
her lips are slicked with a wet-effect lip gloss. 


At the mere sight of her, a twitch runs through my cock, 
waking it up and threatening to burst through my pants. 


“Hi,” she says, with an impish smile. 


“Wow,” I say, which is the only appropriate reaction I can 
think of. 


She squirms a little, obviously not used to this kind of 
attention. In one hand she brandishes a coat, which must be 
how she managed to sneak out dressed like this in the first 
place. “I could say the same,” she says, gesturing to me. I 
picked out a tight shirt for the occasion as well as my 
favorite pair of jeans, low-slung at the hip, and positioned 
just right so that if I happen to have to reach for something 
on the top shelf she’ll get a glimpse of my happy trail. 


“Come in,” I say, stepping aside so that she can walk past 
me. As she does, I turn and get a good look at her ass, only 
just fully covered by the stretchy black fabric. Not only does 
she look hot as sin in that outfit, but it’s also straight out of 
the nineties - and I wonder if she knows that and chose 
something from when I was a younger man, or if it’s just the 
style these days. 


I reach down and adjust my cock quickly, trying to hide just 
how hard it’s getting already at the thought of peeling her 
out of that dress later, and close the door behind her. 
There’s enough time for that later. First, I want to make 
sure that she feels appreciated. I’m doing this right - a 
proper first date. 


“T hope you like chicken,” I tell her. My idea of a joke, albeit 
a nervous one. I know she likes chicken - Cyrus’ cooking 
skills were limited when his wife left him, and there wasn’t 
much else he could prepare for her. She loved it, because 
he made it. 


Of course, that was then. Maybe she’s sick of chicken now 
because he made her eat it so much. Or maybe she went 
vegan in college. 


“Who doesn’t?” she asks, setting my mind at ease. As we 
move into the kitchen, she closes her eyes and breathes in 
appreciatively. “Mmm. What is it?” 


“T told you,” I say, slipping a hand around her waist as I get 
past her and then let her go. “Chicken.” 


Her eyes fly open, and she smacks me lightly on the arm. “I 
meant what type.” 


“Oh, I don’t know. I think it was free range.” 
Brit groans. “You’re impossible.” 


“T know.” I check the pot, then turn to plant a kiss on her 
brow. “Go through and sit down at the table. I'll serve it up 
in a moment.” 


She nods and smiles, a little breathless, a little nervous. I 
can see that she’s just as excited about this as I am. 


I finish the cooking quickly and dish up, not wanting to wait 
a moment longer to be with her. Tonight is everything. It’s 
not just about getting a quick fuck. I want to make Brittany 
mine - permanently. Me taking her will just be the icing on 
the cake. I’m going to wine and dine her like no college boy 
ever could. 


I lay the brown sugar chicken with baby carrots down, one 
in front of Brit and another in my empty space, careful not 
to knock over the candles in the middle of the table. Then I 
grab the bottle of red wine I set out and pour us both a 
glass. Brit watches me with wide-open eyes, excited and full 
of wonder. I want to laugh at her - or, with her, would be a 


better way to put it. There’s something contagious about 
her spirit. 


“Alright,” I say. “Bon Appetite.” 


Brit picks up her knife and fork and cuts off a bite, popping 
it into her mouth in a way that makes mine water. “Mmm,” 
she says, closing her eyes for a moment in appreciation. 
“That’s good.” 


“Tm glad you like it,” I tell her, digging in. I knew it would 
be good. With no one else to cook for all this time, I’ve made 
an art of cooking for myself, to stop it from getting boring. 
It’s only a short step from being bored with food to eating 
microwave meals all the time, and I wanted to keep in 
shape. I always make sure that I eat nutritious, delicious 
dishes. 


Now I guess I have someone to share them with. 


“How was yesterday’s call-out? You were still out when I 
went home,” Brit asks. 


We launch into conversation easily. At first just about work - 
the thing we have in common more than anything else. Of 
course, we also have Cyrus in common, but neither of us 
wants to bring him up. I’m pleased to see that Brit’s cell 
stays firmly in the tiny purse she brought with her, if it’s 
even in there at all - I don’t want any more interruptions. 
Not tonight. 


“That was so good,” Brit moans, as she lays down her knife 
and fork for the last time. “I never knew you could cook like 
that.” 


“That’s not all,” I inform her, reaching for her plate to stack 
it on top of mine and take it away. “I have a chocolate tart 
waiting in the oven.” 


“What did you just call me?” Brit asks, a spark in her eyes 
that lets me know she’s joking. 


I burst out laughing. It’s not often I can find someone who 
can keep up with my sense of humor. I guess we spent so 
much time going back and forth when she was a teen that 
she got into the habit. “Ill grab dessert.” 


“Wait,” she says, reaching for my wrist. I put the dirty 
dishes back down on the table, waiting. “I need a little 
break first. We already ate so much.” 


I would apologize for my serving size, but she didn’t need to 
clear the whole plate. And besides, from the way she’s 
looking at me, I don’t think she really means it. I think she 
means she wants to skip dessert and go straight to the real 
main course. 


“Why don’t we get a little exercise, clear some room in your 
stomach?” I ask, grinning wickedly. 


“What did you have in mind?” Brit blinks up at me. Like the 
picture of innocence. I stifle a laugh. 


“How about some dancing?” I hold out my hand, and she 
takes it, looking surprised. 


I call out a voice command, and my smart speakers start 
playing a playlist I put together earlier. Sensual, hot, Latin 
music. The kind you can dance to - and then take it to the 
bedroom without pause. 


I spin her into my arms, earning a yelp of surprise 
combined with a happy grin. Yes, this is going to go very 
nicely indeed. Her dress hikes up a little at her hips, and my 
cock jumps in my pants in time to the music. It’s all I can do 
not to just rip it off her there and then - but I want to build 
this up and do it right. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


B rittany 


It’s a good thing Dom suggested we dance, because I can’t 
bear to keep still. My pulse is jumping so fast he must be 
able to see it bursting out of my chest like in cartoons. My 
hands are shaking. It’s not nerves - alright, maybe a little - 
but it’s mostly just need. Desire. Something I’ve never felt 
so strongly before. 


I turn my back against Dom and continue dancing, not 
feeling at all awkward or weird. Sometimes dancing can be 
like that, especially when it’s just two of you, but he’s 
dancing too and we feel completely in sync. My hips sway in 
time with the music, and he moves side to side on the same 
beat, moving us closer together until I’m grinding up 
against him. I can feel something hard against my ass. 
Something that makes my heart flutter up into my throat 
with anticipation. 


Then there’s something else between us - his wide hands, 
sweeping over the curves of my ass and stroking, over and 
over again, in time to the music. I find myself leaning 


forwards just a little, pushing my ass back into his hands, 
silently begging him for more. 


Dom’s hands move fast, just a little flick at each of my hips, 
and then the fabric of my dress shoots up to my waist as if it 
has been released from an elastic band. I don’t have the 
time to feel nervous about him looking at the fine lace of the 
panties I picked out for tonight, or seeing my ass sway in 
front of him. His hands are on me again, and the sensation 
sweeps all other thoughts out of my mind. I just want his 
hands on me - all over me. 


As if he can read my mind, Dom’s hands move up to my 
breasts, massaging them through the thin fabric of my 
dress. I knew I was right to go without a bra tonight. The 
fabric of the dress just about holds them from bouncing all 
over the place, and his touch on me, without a bra in the 
way this time, is divine. He tweaks my nipples playfully, then 
returns his fingers to cup my ass again, brushing them 
quickly and gently across the back of my pussy from behind 
before continuing to squeeze and stroke. 


I’m about to explode, to let the words stream out of my 
mouth and beg him to do whatever he wants so long as he 
keeps touching me, when I feel his fingers hook around the 
lace of my panties at each side of my hips. I hold my breath 
as he slowly drags them down, uncovering me inch by inch, 
then letting them drop to the floor. 


I’ve never been so exposed. I step out of them and kick 
them away. I want this so bad. 


Dom’s fingers dip between my legs, finding me slick and 
waiting. I don’t know if I should be embarrassed to be so 
wet already, but I don’t want to be. His gentle moan in my 
ear as his fingers explore only makes me want to spread my 
legs wider and let him do what he wants. 


Dom spins me around without warning, then backs me up 
until my ass rests on the side of the table. I quickly push the 
candles away to the other side, just in case and also to 
cover my surprised nervousness at him seeing me in full. 
No man has ever been between my legs the way that he is 
now as he drops to his knees, making me blush and turn my 
face away so I don’t see him looking at me. 


It’s only a moment later that I have to wrench my eyes 
back, to see what he’s doing. Because Dom has his head 
between my legs, and his tongue is on my labia, hot and 
wet, in long, smooth strokes from front to back that make 
my head swim. 


“Oh, my god,” I mutter. I’ve heard about this. Read about it. 
But I’ve never had anyone put their mouth on me like this. 
Lick me like this. His tongue finds my clit and circles around 
it, making the muscles in my legs twitch involuntarily at the 
intensity of the sensation. 


Dom says nothing, but doubles down until I’m squirming on 
his tongue. I can’t even describe what he’s doing to me, I 
don’t have the words all I know is that it is driving me wild. 
Then, just when I think it can’t get any better, he pushes 
one of his fingers inside me and everything intensifies so 
much more. 


Oh, god. It feels so good. I arch my head back, rolling my 
neck, unable to control myself. I can hardly breath, panting 
faster and faster in time with the thrusts of his finger, small 
animal noises coming out of me that I can’t stop. 


And, oh - no - it’s going too far. I can barely keep up with 
the sensations running through me, but I know one thing. 
I’m close to the edge. 


“D-dom,” I try to warn him. “Stop - I’m - I’m going to...” 


“That’s the idea,” he says, pulling his mouth away for just 
one moment. Our eyes meet, and what he sees in my face 
must reassure him that I want this too - because I do, and 
then his tongue is on me again, circling and flicking my clit 
with a vengeance as his fingers carry on their work. 


A wave comes to sweep me along in its path, and the only 
thing I can do is hang onto the table for sheer life as it 
ripples through me, making my legs twitch and my hips 
buck. Making me feel like I’ve never felt before. Dom’s 
fingers work through me for a few more moments, making 
me ride the pleasure to the very end, before he withdraws 
and watches me with a satisfied expression on his face. 


“Wow,” I gasp. Maybe I shouldn’t admit it, but in the 
moment, I’m so overcome. “No one’s ever made me feel like 
that before.” 


Dom’s expression gathers into a frown, and I instantly know 
that I’ve said the wrong thing. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


Do 


“What?” I ask. “Never?” 


Brit’s eyes are open wide now, and she makes a nervous 
gesture of her hand, as if wanting to cover up her 
nakedness. “No,” she says. 


“None of your boyfriends in college made you come like 
that?” I ask, incredulous. Can it really be that someone this 
smoking hot has never been made to feel like it? 


A slow blush spreads across Brit’s face, red and hot. “I’ve... 
never really had a boyfriend before. Not like that.” 


“Like what?” I feel like I’m missing something. “Like, willing 
to go down on you?” 


Brit squirms again, tugging her skirt down a little to cover 
herself up. I get the feeling that she feels self-conscious 
about this discussion, for whatever reason. “Like the kind of 
boyfriend I would have sex with,” she says. 


It takes me a moment to process and understand what she’s 
just said. “Wait,” I say, my thoughts thundering in my ears 


as I work it out. “You mean, you’re a virgin?” 
Brit blushes even deeper than before, then nods silently. 
I get to my feet immediately. This isn’t right. I have to stop. 


Brit looks at me with a horrified expression, then takes a 
moment to recover before moving away from the table and 
pulling her dress down fully. She looks around for her 
panties for a moment, then seems to hesitate before 
bending down to pick them up. She isn’t looking at me. 


Damn, I handled that badly. I’ve left her feeling awkward 
and unwanted. That wasn’t my intention. 


“Hey,” I say, catching hold of her shoulders and pulling her 
in towards me. She resists just a small amount at first, but 
comes into my chest all the same. I hold her just at the right 
distance so that I can look into her eyes, so that she knows 
I’m serious. “Brit. Tell me you weren’t expecting to lose 
your virginity here on my kitchen table. That’s not right.” 


She is still avoiding my gaze. “I’m sorry,” she mutters. “I 
didn’t want you to know that I’m... inexperienced.” 


I want to laugh, and shake her by the shoulders, and also 
pull her in for a tight embrace so that she feels the comfort 
I want to give her. She still doesn’t get it. She thinks I’m 
telling her off. “Brit, look at me.” 


I wait for her to slowly turn her eyes up to mine, wide and 
blue, so big I could go swimming in them. 


“This has to be special,” I tell her. “So much more special 
than this. Just here, at my house, with no ceremony? Come 
on. You need to be treated like a princess.” 


Brit swallows, her eyes brimming with tears. “You still want 
me?” 


I laugh gently. “Of course, I do. Look at you. You’re smoking 
hot. Smart. Selfpossessed. And you chose me? That’s 
amazing. I’m not going to waste that.” 


Brit covers her mouth momentarily, her eyes closing in 
relief. “Oh, god. I thought you were going to throw me out.” 


I laugh again, and bend to kiss her mouth softly as soon as 
she uncovers it. “ Never.” 


“So, what now?” she asks, hesitant. She looks up at me from 
the circle of my arms. It’s all I can do not to devour her 
there and then, but I’ve made a promise and I’m going to 
stick to it. As much as I want to make her mine right now, 
she’s worth, she’s worth doing this right. 


“Now we wait for my next day off,” I say. I swipe a kiss onto 
her brow. “It’s a shame we didn’t talk about this earlier so I 
could set something up. But you need to give me time. On 
my next day off, I’ll make sure you’re off the Rota too, and 
rll come pick you up.” 


“Outside my Dad’s place?” Brit asks, making a face. 


I take her point. “A little ways down the road,” I say. “Now, 
in the meantime, I believe I also promised you a chocolate 
tart.” 


I let go of her, letting her take her seat again as I grab the 
dirty dishes and return to my original purpose. It’s a pain 
not to be touching her anymore, but I know that the wait 
will be worth it, for her even more than for me. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


B rittany 


I can barely think about anything else other than Dom. 
Waiting for him to have his next day off, over a week away - 
feels almost impossible. 


The way he made me feel already was so incredible. I can’t 
imagine what he might have in store. 


Or, I can imagine some of it...and that’s part of the problem. 
When I sit at my desk and catch sight of him on the other 
side of the station, I find my mind wandering, remembering 
his face between my thighs, the things he made me feel. I 
imagine us on a rose-strewn bed, or swathed in spa robes 
after a day of pampering. But no matter what the setting, I 
always imagine his tongue lapping between my legs again. 


Because who wouldn’t want to think about that, given how 
amazing it was. 


As for the main event, I can only speculate on how 
wonderful it will feel. I catch myself looking at his strong 
arms, remembering how they felt around me. I imagine 


being pressed against the hard muscles of his chest. And as 
for the hard rod that I felt between his legs... 


With all of this running through my head, it’s no wonder 
that I’m having a hard time focusing on the paperwork. 


Still, I’m getting through it quickly. I find myself eyeing the 
pile, which only grows by a few sheets each day but has 
steadily been going down. At the end of each day I spend 
perhaps thirty minutes refiling all of the physical copies 
away so that they can be taken to an archive, and all I see is 
the work left decreasing again and again. What if I get 
finished before the end of the internship I had planned? Will 
I not be able to work with Dom anymore? 


The thought makes me ache. I thought it would be a bit 
strange working with Dad, and that I might end up wanting 
to get away by the end of it, but I never imagined I would 
feel this way about Dom. Being near him, every day...I don’t 
want it to end. 


As if on cue, my phone lights up on my desk. I just about 
hold back from rolling my eyes in frustration. Dad keeps 
calling a couple of times a day, trying to make sure that I’m 
doing alright. He’s being overprotective, not just because 
he can’t be here with me but also because he’s stuck at 
home with nothing to do. 


I do wonder, too, whether he might suspect that something 
is going on. I know I’ve been more secretive, evasive when 
he asks me about what my day was like. I can’t exactly tell 
him that it was great for the specific reason that I’m 
fantasizing about the feel of his best friend’s tongue 
between my legs. 


I avoid the call, switching it to silent and letting it ring out. 
A sting of guilt lances through my stomach, but I can’t keep 


lying to him. He must know that I’m keeping something 
from him by now. 


Only a few minutes after the call dies, it starts to ring again. 
I know he won’t stop calling. I have to talk to him, no matter 
how bad I feel about not telling him the truth. 


“Hey, Dad,” I say, sighing as I pick up the receiver. 


“You alright, Cupcake?” he asks immediately, worry in his 
tone. 


“Yeah, of course,” I tell him. I wish he wouldn’t worry about 
me so much. Both because I’m fine, and because it’s so 
much more difficult not to tell him how happy I am when I 
hear him worry. 


“T just didn’t know if something was wrong, because you 
didn’t pick up right away,” he says. I hear him hear himself, 
then he tries to backtrack. “I’m sorry. I’m coming on too 
strong, huh? All I have to entertain myself over here is 
thinking about ways you could possibly be in danger. Or 
having a hard time from the guys without me there to warn 
them off.” 


I smile, thinking about Jordan - who tried to do just that on 
my first day. “You don’t have to worry, Dad. Dom’s making 
sure I’m okay. He warned them off pretty good.” 


“I knew Dom would look out for you,” Dad says, and I hear 
his tone brighten. I must have said the right thing to 
reassure him. “He sees you just like his own daughter, you 
know. Because he never had any children.” 


Those words send a spike of anxiety into my gut. Dom 
doesn’t see me like his daughter - and if he ever did, he 
certainly doesn’t anymore. The thought is even sickening. 
How wrong would it be, if he really felt that way? But I can’t 


contradict Dad or tell him that Dom feels different. I would 
have to explain how I knew. 


“Its kind of strange,” I say, instead. I dart a quick glance 
around me to check that no one can overhear. “Why he 
never got married.” 


I’m only human, after all. I’m curious. Jordan described him 
as cold and aloof, and he’s never been that way with me. 
But Dad bringing it up makes a good point. Just exactly why 
is someone who looks like Dom still single and available? As 
much as I’m grateful for that fact, it doesn’t seem to make a 
whole lot of sense, given how he looks. 


“Oh, he’s just a very private person,” Dad says, brushing off 
the question. “He’s always been that way. Well, since right 
after we joined the fire service, anyway.” 


“And before that?” I ask, my breath catching in my throat. 
What is this? Some story that I’ve never heard? 


“Oh, before that he was young,” Dad says. “I shouldn’t keep 
you any longer. You just get back to work now. And send me 
a text if you can’t take my call, alright? Just so I know that 
you're fine.” 


“Sure, Dad,” I say, letting him hang up first. 


He was pretty quick to want to get out of that conversation. 
I wonder if there’s a secret hiding there, something that I’m 
not supposed to know? 


The thought of Dom having a dark secret makes me 
shudder, and I try to put it out of my mind. There can’t be 
anything else going on surely? 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


Do 


The day is finally here, and I can’t wait to watch Brit’s face 
and see her react to everything I have planned for her. 


That’s what today is all about, Brit. Not about me, even 
though I’m sure I'll have a good time at her side. It’s about 
letting her know just how special she is, and claiming her in 
the deepest possible sense. 


At the end of tonight, if she doesn’t feel the same way I do 
about spending the rest of our lives together, then I’ll know 
I’ve done something very, very wrong. 


I pull the truck up next to the sidewalk a block away from 
her house, where she insisted I wait to meet her. It seems 
like overkill. There’s no way her Dad would see us if I just 
pulled around the corner from his house, but whatever 
makes her happy is my job to provide today. 


Today, and every day into the future. 


I look into my side mirror and catch sight of her, moving at 
a slow run, sneakers on her feet but a pair of black heels 


clasped in her hands. She looks perfect, even like this, 
hurrying along in case her Dad gets suspicious. She’s 
thrown a light coat over the dress I bought her. I delivered 
it to her yesterday at work, and I can’t wait to see how it 
looks under the disguise she’s thrown on to leave the house. 


“Hey,” she says breathlessly, climbing into the passenger 
seat. 


I watch her, amused, as she starts fumbling with her shoes 
to change them over. “Brit,” I say, getting her attention. 


“Yeah?” she stops moving and looks up. 
“You can breathe now.” 


Brit gives me a slow, sheepish smile. “Sorry. I guess I’m kind 
of nervous about tonight. About making sure it all goes 
well.” 


I shake my head ruefully. “What am I supposed to do with 
you? Making sure it all goes well is my job. You’re supposed 
to just relax and enjoy it.” 


Brit pretends to consider this, tilting her head to one side. 
Her hair is done up in an elegant bun at the back of her 
neck, a few loose strands trailing endearingly around her 
face. “You mean, stop rushing around like I’m on fire? How 
am I supposed to do that?” she jokes. 


I take one of her hands and press my lips to it. “By letting 
me take charge,” I tell her. “And trusting that I’m going to 
take care of everything.” 


“T guess I could try that,” she says, giggling a little with 
nerves. I want to make sure she forgets about all of that - 
or at least that she feels excitement, not apprehension. I 
want her to feel like the most special woman in the whole 
world. 


I drive us across New York, not an easy feat in this busy city, 
but I didn’t want her to have to take the subway. Not today, 
no rubbing up against strangers and smelling their sweat- 
stained pits in front of her face, no bums waving tattered 
caps in her face, no loud conversations stopping us from 
being able to talk properly. No matter if it takes twice as 
long, today Brit gets privacy and comfort above all else. 


“Where are we going?” she asks. “You’ve kept it a secret all 
week.” 


“You'll see,” I tell her, reaching across to squeeze her hand 
and hold it gently in my lap. If I need to, I can grab hold of 
the wheel easily, but the traffic is slow. I’m in control. “I 
don’t want to spoil the surprise.” 


“Tl still be surprised if you tell me now,” Brit protests. 


“You'll see,” I tell her again, grinning. Part of me wants to 
give the game away, too, because I’m so excited for her to 
start her magical evening. But the waiting is part of the fun. 


When I pull up outside one of the fanciest five-star 
restaurants in the Big Apple, and she realizes that we’re 
actually stopping here and not just peeling out of the traffic, 
her eyes go wide. “Here?” 


“Here,” I tell her. “Come on, princess. Let’s go.” I flash her a 
smile and get out of the truck, hurrying around to her side 
to help her out even as a valet slips into the seat I just 
vacated. 


“I’m glad I put on the heels,” Brit mutters, looking up at the 
facade of the famous eatery with a mixture of trepidation 
and awe. 


I laugh. “Come on. You'll love it.” 


I lead her inside, the valet setting off with the truck behind 
us, and immediately we are greeted by a man at the door. 


“Ah, Mr. Tempest. Please, come inside, we have a wonderful 
table set aside for you tonight,” he says, bowing slightly and 
gesturing for us to follow him with a polite smile. 


I reach out and take Brit by the hand, leading her along in 
his wake. She’s looking everywhere with excitement, her 
eyes flashing from the chandeliers to the fresh-cut flowers 
along the walls to the tables full of elegant and well-dressed 
guests. This isn’t my first time here, but I’m enjoying 
watching her reactions. Catching her excitement 
vicariously. 


“Oh, Dominic!” another man calls out, the thrill of someone 
recognizing an old friend. “Welcome, welcome. It’s been too 
long.” 


He leans forward to air-kiss my cheek, and I turn obligingly. 
Maurice has been the maitre d’ here since it opened. He 
knows practically everyone in New York City at least, 
everyone that matters. “Thanks, Mo. I didn’t know if you’d 
be able to fit me in at such short notice.” 


“Anything for you, Dominic, you know that.” He whisks us 
around, his dress shoes tapping across the restaurant’s 
tiled floor as he heads for the private rooms in the back. 


“But doesn’t it take weeks - months - to get a reservation 
here?” Brit asks in a whisper, stretching up to my ear as we 
walk. 


I chuckle. She’s right, of course. What, did she think I 
wasn’t going to pull out all of the stops to make today as 
special as possible? “Usually,” I say, affecting a casual air. 


“Here you are,” Maurice says, holding a black velvet curtain 
out of the way for us to step through. “A private room for 


Madame and Monsieur.” 


As I step through, I turn my head over my shoulder to get a 
view of Brit’s reaction. Her eyes are like saucers. She 
glances back once at the splendor of the bustling 
restaurant behind us, before moving into the elegantly 
decorated room - just big enough for two chairs, a table 
bearing a lit candle and a bouquet of roses arranged in an 
ornate vase, and a floor-to-ceiling window that looks out 
over the water. 


“Wow,” she murmurs. 


Maurice has a very pleased smile on his face, as he always 
does when someone compliments his restaurant. “I will 
return in a few moments to take your orders,” he says. 


I step over and pull out Brit’s chair for her, pushing it in as 
she sits. Doing the gentlemanly thing. She still hasn’t 
stopped staring around her in amazement, but I’m already 
looking at the best view in the house, her. She takes off her 
coat and I finally get to see how that dress hugs her curves, 
falling low on her chest, a scoop neck that shows just 
enough cleavage to tease. 


I already know what I’m going to order. The most expensive 
bottle of champagne in the house, the finest steak in New 
York City, and whatever Brit wants. Because tonight, she 
gets everything she could possibly dream of. 


CHAPTER SIXTEEN 


B rittany 


I dab the napkin against the side of my mouth, trying to be 
dainty and elegant. That’s how I feel like I should be, in 
here, this amazing place that I would never have seen 
inside of if it wasn’t for Dom. 


He excuses himself and gets up, heading out of our private 
room. For just a moment, the chatter out there comes in a 
little louder, and then the velvet curtain falls back into place 
and I’m left alone with the gentle piano music coming 
through the speakers. I sip the last of my champagne, 
setting the glass back down carefully as I wait for him to 
return. 


The maitre d’ appears instead, sweeping quickly through 
the curtain and beginning to gather our empty plates. “How 
was the meal, madame?” he asks. 


“Wonderful,” I say, truthfully. “The best I’ve ever had.” 


His face lights up into a pleased beam, a broad smile 
underneath a carefully waxed mustache. He hesitates, just 


about to go through the curtain. “Can I get you anything 
else?” 


I don’t really know how to answer, does Dom want anything 
else? “Ask me again when Dom is back?” I shrug, helplessly. 
I guess we'll just want to leave, but I don’t know if he has 
anything else up his sleeve. 


“Do you know why he was able to get a table at such short 
notice?” the maitre d’ asks, leaning closer with a 
conspiratorial twinkle in his eye. 


“No,” I say, wondering what I’m about to hear. Nothing 
sinister, I hope. 


The maitre d’ leans on the edge of the table for a moment, 
the plates balanced expertly in his other hand. “I brought 
my parents here one night, for a surprise on their 
anniversary. It turns out my father was not supposed to eat 
rich foods, though he ignored his doctor’s advice as usual. It 
was all one surprise and one big meal too many. As they 
were about to leave he had a heart attack.” 


I gasped, my hands flying to my mouth. “Was he alright?” 


“Yes, he was. And I'll tell you why.” He fixed me with a close 
stare, his voice dropping low. “The first crew on the scene 
was Dom and his guys. Dom leapt right in and helped give 
CPR alongside the EMT. Together, they saved his life.” 


I feel a gentle smile slipping onto my face. “And that’s why 
you got Dom a table tonight?” 


“That’s why I would get Dominic a table every night,” he 
says, with a grin. “Thankfully for my job, he asks very 
seldom. You must be a very lucky woman.” 


“T am,” I reply, thinking about all he has done for me 
already and all that he likely has planned. 


“My ears are burning,” Dom says, entering through the 
curtain with a teasing smile. 


“So they should be,” the maitre d’ agrees easily. “Would you 
like to order something else?” 


“Just the check,” Dom says. “Thanks, Mo.” 


It seems like our time at the restaurant is over, and I can’t 
help but feel a little sad at the thought. Still, not sad enough 
to stay. It might be the most amazing place I’ve ever eaten 
in, but I know what will come next - or, at least, I think I do 
- and I’m looking forward to that even more. 


Dom takes me by the hand again, moving my chair out for 
me and guiding me across the main room. Although I’ve 
eaten a full meal, I feel lighter than air. All eyes are on us as 
we glide by the tables, wondering who we must be that we 
were in a private booth. 


Dom’s truck is out at the front of the restaurant when we 
get there, and I can’t help but stifle a laugh at the sight of 
it. It seems so incongruous against the fancy cars and 
convertibles that must normally pull up here, but it’s so 
Dom. If he didn’t have a truck, he wouldn’t be able to cart 
around supplies to do repairs on his neighbor’s homes or 
work on his own projects. The snooty people who are 
customers here might sniff at that truck - but to me, it’s a 
symbol of what a generous person he is, and how he has 
spent his life working with his hands. 


No wonder he has those impressive muscles. 


I slide into the passenger seat, and the journey seems to 
pass away in a daze. I’m full and content, and I could almost 
drop off into a happy sleep. Almost if not for the anticipation 
thrumming through me, pooling in my center, reminding 
me that the evening is nowhere near over yet. 


Dom stops the truck, and I look up to see his house. I 
realize I’m pouting a little before I can stop myself. It’s not 
that I didn’t want to come back here, here is fine, but I was 
wondering if I should expect something a little more. 


He opens the truck door for me and extends a hand. 
“Madame,” he says, in a flawless imitation of the maitre d’. I 
laugh and take his hand, stepping down and heading for his 
front door. 


When it opens in front of us, I gasp in surprise. This is not 
what I expected at all, and I immediately know I was selling 
him short by assuming that he would ‘just’ bring me to his 
home. Before he went out earlier, he must have 
transformed the whole place. 


There are two tall vases on either side of the door, each 
bearing bunches of red roses. On the floor, petals trail away 
from us, marking out a path that leads deeper inside. 


Dom calls out the wake-word for his smart home system, 
and then says. “Start Brit’s evening.” 


Fairy lights turn on all through the house. I can see them 
everywhere I look as I step through the entrance and 
inside. Most of them are white, sparkling as they curl 
around the banister of the stairs. Others are pink or red, 
creating a warm and cozy atmosphere. All of the other 
lights in the house are off, giving the same impression as if 
my way was lit by candlelight. 


“Follow them,” Dom says, smiling and nudging me ahead. 


I take off my shoes at the foot of the stairs, not wanting to 
climb up in heels, and lift the hem of my dress to avoid 
tripping. I follow the lights and rose petals, stepping softly 
up the stairs and along the upstairs landing, where yards of 


red fabric have been hung to enhance the impression. They 
lead me into a bathroom, which I’ve never entered before. 


The bath is not just a bath, but a jacuzzi. It’s already filled 
with hot water, putting steam into the air, as red and pink 
lights illuminate the interior and the scent of fresh roses 
rises up. There are petals already dancing in the water. 


“This is for me?” I ask, spinning around to look at Dom, who 
has followed me every step of the way. 


“All for you,” he tells me. “Here, princess. Let me show you 
to your bath.” 


He reaches out and draws me closer, slipping his hands 
behind my back to find the zip that holds my dress in place. 


It parts smoothly, sliding down my back, and Dom hooks his 
fingers into the straps at my shoulders to pull them down. 
Gently, looking into my eyes, he moves the fabric away from 
my body and allows it to drop to the floor. Then he reaches 
behind me again, fingers gliding over the lace of my bra 
before they find the catch and unhook it. 


I realize that gentle music is filling the air, a soulful singer 
over soft piano. It must have been rising slowly since we 
entered. Dom has it all figured out, his entire home 
transformed, just for me. 


The water in the jacuzzi stops filling with a sound like a 
sigh, and I look down to see the water almost still for a 
moment before jets begin to power on, bubbling across the 
surface. Dom slides the straps of my bra down, his hands 
gliding over my arms until it falls loose from my hands. 
Everywhere his touch travels, it’s like sparks singe my skin. 
I feel a desperate need for him to touch me more, to touch 
my breasts and circle his fingers around my nipples like he 


did before, but instead he goes down on his knees in front 
of me. 


He looks up, always checking that I’m okay with what he 
does, as he fits his fingers under the sides of my panties. 
Smoothly, without breaking eye contact, he pulls them 
slowly down, over my knees and down the length of my legs. 


It feels strange to be standing here, fully naked, in front of 
him, while he is still full clothed. Not an unwelcome kind of 
strange. His eyes finally drop from mine and they lavish 
attention instead on my body, taking all my curves in, with a 
kind of reverence that is hard to pin down or explain. I just 
know that he feels it, and when he looks into my eyes, I feel 
like a goddess come to earth. 


He stands and takes my hand, and helps me to step away 
from my clothing and towards the jacuzzi. The water hits 
my skin with a comforting warmth, just exactly the right 
temperature. I sigh as I step down into the scented air, find 
a seat, and sit down. 


The jets are gentle, only providing a gentle massaging 
effect rather than making it difficult to sit in one place. Dom 
disappears from my view for a moment and then returns, 
holding a cloud-like sponge already lathered up with soap 
suds. 


“Lean back,” he says. I watch him, realizing he’s removed 
the black jacket and white dress shirt he wore at the 
restaurant, which made him look like some kind of hot 
James Bond-type and is now wearing a tight white tee. The 
buoyancy of the Jacuzzi’s water pushes my legs up, floating 
to the surface as I lay almost flat on my back. 


My eyes flutter closed as Dom takes my hand in his, lifting 
my arm to run the soapy sponge up and down my skin. 
Every touch is gentle and loving. I imagine this is what real 


princesses used to feel like, when their handmaidens would 
soap them down like they were the most important thing in 
the land, because they were. 


After my arms, Dom leans across to perform the same 
ministrations to each of my legs, the sponge tickling the 
soles of my feet and passing so close to the place I really 
want him to touch that a shock of heat goes through me. 
Only when every inch of my legs has been passed over does 
he allow them to drop back into the water, the soap washed 
away by the gentle bubbles. 


Dom washes across my shoulders, and I feel my body 
straining up to meet him, straining for more. His arms are 
wet to the elbow, even though he lingers outside of the tub. 
Even though part of me wishes he was in here with me, I 
know what he is trying to say. That tonight is about my 
pleasure, my enjoyment. That he is only here to serve me. 


The sponge passes at last over my breasts and I almost sigh 
with relief. My nipples stand up sharply, ready for his touch. 
He moves in circles, first around the edge of each breast 
and then in, in, until finally he teases my nipples with just a 
brief brush before moving away. 


He soaps down my stomach, each touch agonizingly slow, 
and then finally dips between my legs. The sponge swipes 
across my clit, making me gasp and lift my hips, wanting 
more. 


My eyes are closed, but I feel the sponge slip away, as Dom 
abandons it in favor of his fingers. They begin to stroke me 
as they did before, moving in circles around my clit, the 
rough pad of his thumb making me moan as one of his 
fingers slips inside me. 


He begins to work in and out, building a rhythm, his thumb 
never forgetting to work my clit. I want to protest that this 


is not what we’re supposed to be doing...that I want him, 
fully, inside me, not just this...but it feels too good to make 
him stop. 


I buck and arch my hips, unable to control them as Dom’s 
fingers work me over. His other hand starts to circle one of 
my nipples, teasing more pleasure from my flesh, an 
uncontrollable feeling that is somewhere between pleasure 
and pain but somehow more intense than either could be. 


“Dom,” I gasp, wanting his name on my tongue. He leans 
forward and kisses me, swallowing my moans, tasting how 
good it feels as it builds to a crescendo inside me. 


He slips a second finger inside, and it’s not long before it’s 
too much. Gasping for breath, wanting to call his name 
again but without the oxygen to do so, I tumble over the 
edge, coming on his fingers again, a pulse of pure ecstasy 
running outwards from his hands and across my whole 
body. I twitch and jerk as he rubs my clit unrelentingly, 
continuing the waves of pleasure until I’m spent, my body 
falling back down into the water as I catch my breath. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 


Do 


It’s finally time. Brit is as relaxed and happy as IIl ever be 
able to make her, and there is still one last step to take. 


I take her by the hand and help her stand, muttering a 
voice command to enter the second phase of the evening’s 
set-up. The jets in the jacuzzi stop and go still, and I wrap 
Brit in a towel before lifting her in my arms to stand on the 
bathroom floor. 


I towel her down gently, patting her skin dry, making sure 
to pay special attention to the places where she will feel it 
most. After having an orgasm only a short while ago, it’s too 
soon to start her going again...but she can still feel those 
little wake-up calls that tell her body to be slick and ready 
for me. 


I drop the towel onto the floor. I can deal with the clean-up 
later and lift her into my arms. She squeals in surprise, but 
nestles against me immediately. The traditional fireman’s 
lift. Well, I wasn’t going to miss an opportunity, was I? I 


spank her bare ass as it dangles in the air over my shoulder, 
just enough to make her gasp, not hard enough to hurt her. 


I carry Brit through to the bedroom and gently lay her on 
the bed, where more rose petals are scattered across a 
fresh, deep red coverlet and piles of plush pillows. She 
looks up at me with a kind of fascinated haze. She is lulled 
by pleasure, content, ready for me. More ready now than 
ever. 


I stand at the foot of the bed and keep eye contact with her 
as I unbuckle my belt, letting the weight of it carry my 
trousers to the floor as I step out of them. Her eyes flick 
down to my tight briefs, where the outline of my rock hard 
cock is unmistakable. I stroke my hand across its length 
once, then twice, more for her benefit than anything else. 
Her eyes are like an owl’s, so wide it seems impossible. 
Even though she’s inexperienced, she’s no longer shy - she 
doesn’t move to cover herself up. On the contrary, her hips 
shift in small movements of anticipation, opening up for me. 


I pull my briefs out of the way and let them drop, too, over 
my muscular thighs, letting my cock spring out hard and 
ready. It bobs in the air for a moment with the motion, and 
twitches at the way her eyes fasten onto it with a hungry 
gaze. 


I move above her then, crawling forward until our lengths 
align, settling my knees on either side of her as I hold 
myself above her on my elbows. I fit one finger to her slit, 
rubbing lightly, feeling how wet and ready she is. 


I dip my face to hers, taking her in a deep and hungry kiss, 
and work my fingers inside of her again. She’s tight, but 
ready. I draw my fingers out and reach for my cock, lining it 
up with her entrance, ready to push in. 


“Wait,” she says, breathlessly. 


I pull away immediately, taking in her expression with 
concern. Her eyes dart down to my shirt. 


“Are you going to... to take me with your shirt on?” she 
asks. The word sounds uncertain and shaky on her tongue, 
like she’s never said it before. 


I hesitate, then sit up. My knees flank her, so that she can 
see me fully above her, looking down. 


She has a good point. 


I never dreamed I would do this - it never even entered my 
mind. It’s been a long time since I took my shirt off in front 
of anyone except my own mirror. The old uncertainties and 
self-doubts come flooding back, anxieties that belonged to a 
younger man but have never really gone away. 


But this is it, isn’t it? Brit is everything, now and for the rest 
of my life. This is now or never. If I lose her because of some 
silly ego problem, I will never forgive myself. 


I have to put those reservations aside. I grasp the hem off 
my shirt and pull it off in one swift movement, trying not to 
think too hard about what it means. 


Brit doesn’t gasp or react in any audible way, but I can see 
her face in the low pink glow of the lights around the bed. I 
can see the way she looks at me, the way her eyes widen 
even further temporarily in alarm. 


As she looks at me, and sees the thing I’ve tried to keep 
hidden for almost twenty years. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


B rittany 


I’m in shock. I barely know what to say. I knew what to 
expect when he took off his shirt, those bulging pecs and 
the rigid six-pack I usually dream about through the tight 
clothes he wears - but I wasn’t expecting this. 


Across the center of his chest, over his shoulders, and over 
the left side of his body under his arm, a trail of ridged skin 
runs. Bumps and lines in no particular pattern, a chaos of 
flesh, white and gleaming. Burn scars. 


I reach out slowly and lay my fingers gently on the lower 
scars, the closest I can reach, my breath catching in my 
throat at the texture. There are stories of pain written all 
over him, and as I snake my hand around, I can feel that the 
burns continue onto his back. Over the sculpted muscles, up 
and up, joining with the ones that disappear over his 
shoulder. 


“Wow,” I say, fixing him with an open look. “You’re even 
fitter than I thought.” 


Dom pauses, without moving for a moment. His eyes are 
boring down into mine. His face could be carved out of 
stone. Then he dips his head and catches my lips in a kiss 
that takes my breath away all over again. 


There’s a new urgency in him, a kind of animal need I have 
never known before. He kisses me like a wolf, like he could 
eat me up in one bite, and his mouth trails away from mine 
to plant those kisses down my neck. 


I feel him position himself at my entrance again, then move 
his head an inch back so he can look me in the eyes. He 
inches forward, his head easing inside, the sensation more 
intense than anything I have ever felt. 


He slowly moves in, filling me, much bigger than his fingers 
were, so big I can hardly believe I can take it all in. He 
keeps moving slow, slow, slow. Each new push forward 
seems to bring a pinch of pain, then a release and relief as 
my muscles relax around him, adjusting to this new feeling. 
I can’t believe he can possibly go any deeper, but he does, 
deeper and deeper still, until finally he is flush against me, 
no gap between us. 


I breath shallowly, caught completely between the new and 
strange sensations between my legs and the way his eyes 
capture mine. I can’t look away, can’t move. All I know is 
that I am safe, his eyes tell me so. He draws out slowly, but 
still quicker than his first movement, and then in again. 


His speed begins to build up, and I’m starting to see it. The 
thing that everyone talks about, the reason why sex is such 
a big deal, the friction and pressure that makes it what it is. 
The small discomfort that I felt at first is beginning to fade 
away. 


“Brit,” Dom groans. “I can’t go slow like this. I want you.” 


It’s not like I’ve been in this situation before, but somehow 
my mouth knows what to say, even if my head doesn’t. 
“Then take me,” I tell him, knowing that I trust him enough 
now to do whatever he thinks is right. 


Dom bends his mouth to mine and parts my lips with his 
tongue, and at the same time, he thrusts in deeper and 
faster. Before I know it, he’s pumping in and out again with 
such speed I didn’t think it was possible, that pressure and 
friction increasing in bounds, starting to drive me wild. 


I’m aware of a strange noise in the room and I realize that 
it’s me, gasping out groans and little whimpers of pleasure 
with every thrust. I can’t stop myself. He speeds up, then 
adjusts his position, twisting above me so that he can lean 
on one arm to leave the other free. He cups and squeezes 
my breasts, twisting my nipples. Nothing else is around us, 
no room, no house, no universe. Only me and him together, 
only the places where our bodies meet, only my hands 
grasping onto his thigh muscles for support, only his cock 
powers into me over and over again. 


With each thrust he brushes against my clit, and from 
somewhere inside there is an answering sensation, an all- 
too-familiar wave building in a new form, a more powerful 
one. I feel him grow impossibly big inside of me, filling me 
completely as he gasps my name, and I know it’s coming. I 
crash, the wave hitting the shore, rolling through me with 
intense pleasure that roils again and again and again, my 
whole body jerking and arching, egged on by the feel of him 
ready to burst inside of me. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Do 


Brit’s orgasm is the only thing I need to send me over the 
edge. So tight, she contracts around me, and my dick can’t 
take it. I erupt, the kind of release I haven’t felt in years, 
more intense and meaningful. 


In the aftermath, when we catch our breaths beside one 
another, Brit’s hand comes up to slowly trace the path of 
the burn scars across my shoulder, a dainty touch that is 
almost painful in how gentle it is. 


“It was when we were rookies,” I say, finding my voice 
coming from somewhere distant. She should know the story. 
“Cyrus and me. Not long out of training.” 


“My Dad was there?” Brit asks, shifting so she can look into 
my eyes. 


“There was a tenement fire. An old building. Should 
probably have been torn down years before,” I Say, 
watching her hands so I don’t have to see the pictures in my 
mind. “It was rented out to low-income families. They 
couldn’t all get out easily. They told us not to go back in, but 


I had to. I ran back in to get the kids on the tenth floor. They 
had no chance otherwise.” 


“You saved them?” Brit asks. 


My heart breaks at the optimism, the belief she has in me. 
“No,” I say, my voice thick. I clear my throat. “Cyrus 
followed me in. He told me not to go, but when I went in, he 
followed me to help. I realized too late the building was past 
being salvageable. It was falling. The floors were half-rotted 
already. When the fire blazed through, they started to fall 
quickly.” 


Brit stays silent, just listening. I shift my head, placing my 
temple against her forehead, getting that physical contact I 
need. 


“I looked around, and Cyrus was just standing there, a 
couple of steps away. He was looking to the right, maybe 
trying to see if there were any survivors. He didn’t see it - 
the ceiling giving way. The beams.” I take a deep breath, 
trying not to let the visions, smells, and sensations of that 
night flood back into my memory. “I jumped forward. It was 
my fault he was there. I knocked him out of the way. He 
pulled me out of the building, but the falling wood and the 
tiles and the wires - they had ripped my coat up, taken my 
protection. I was on fire when he got me outside of the 
building.” 


Brit makes a choked sound, and I look down to see that 
she’s crying. “You got these burns saving my Dad?” she 
says. 


“Didn’t you hear me?” I say, shaking my head. “I put him in 
danger in the first place.” 


“But you saved his life.” 


“No, Brit.” I pull away from her roughly, pushing her hand 
away from me. “You don’t get it. It was my fault. It was me. 
After that, your Mom thought the fire service was too 
dangerous for a father. She told your Dad he either quit or 
she would walk away. That’s why they got divorced.” 


“T didn’t know that,” Brit says quietly, and in that moment I 
know. I’ve lost her. 


It’s been so long since I allowed myself to feel anything like 
this. After those months in the burns recovery unit in the 
hospital, I didn’t want to get involved with anyone. I didn’t 
want them to see my scars. I didn’t want to fall for a woman 
who would turn away from me, like Cyrus’ wife did. 


And now I’ve gone and done it anyway. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


B rittany 


Dom keeps pushing me away, but he can’t see what I see. 
Can’t see the beauty of what he did. 


He gave everything so that I would have a Dad to come 
home to me. He almost gave his life. Images from the past 
flash through my head, my Dad picking me up from Mom’s 
place every two weeks, the tearful goodbye when we 
moved, Dad showing up on my first day of college to help 
me move everything into my dorm, meeting me at the 
airport for Christmas. 


All of that was given to me because of Dom’s sacrifice. 
“T love you,” I say. 
“What?” 


I cover my mouth, blushing. I didn’t even realize I was 
going to say it until I did. I didn’t mean to, but...I mean it. I 
do. 


“What did you just say?” Dom repeats, shifting onto his side 
and looking at me intently. 


“I’m sorry, that was probably too much,” I say. God, I must 
sound like an idiot. The first guy I have sex with, and I just 
blurt it out like that? He probably thinks it’s only because of 
the afterglow, nothing else. 


“Say it again,” Dom urges, with a fierceness that I can’t 
disobey. 


“IL... I love you,” I say. 


“T love you too, Brit,” he says, and captures my lips with his 
own, slipping his arms behind me and pulling me close 
against his firm chest. 


Everything inside me is crashing, like a storm, everything 
so deep and intense that I barely know what to do with it. 
That animal urgency is on him again, and he shifts an arm 
down, pushing my legs apart. Right there, as we lay on our 
sides facing one another, he slips his already newly- 
hardened cock inside of me and plunges deep, against the 
slickness of our first time. 


Dom moves and I move with him, more in control this time, 
helping to steer the ship instead of being only carried along 
with it. Over and over he whispers my name, kissing it into 
my hair at the side of my head, against my neck, onto the 
curve of my shoulders. And before I know it I’m calling out 
his name like a prayer with every thrust that rockets 
through my nerves, a maddening sensation that I never 
want to end. 


He holds me close against him there, and it’s slow and 
sweet but also passionate and wild, and it’s like we are just 
one being. All we do is pleasure, moving in time, breathing 
in one another’s breaths, gasping one another’s names. His 
thrusts become more urgent, more hurried, until at last I 
can no longer hold back. I arch my neck and gasp his name 
one last time, feeling that pulsing ripple through me, 


constricting around him until he stills, emptying his seed 
inside me again. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 


Do 


“Are you ready?” I whisper at the door, darting my eyes into 
the interior of the house to see if Cyrus is listening. 


“Yes, I’m sure,” Brit says. “It has to be now. Come on.” 
She pulls me inside and shuts the door behind me. 


“Hey, buddy!” Cyrus calls cheerfully, heading out of the 
kitchen with a cold beer in his hand. “Come on inside. Got 
you a beer.” 


I take it from him with a thanks, watching him walk back 
towards the sounds of hissing and spitting coming from the 
kitchen. His leg has healed well. Now that the cast is off, he 
doesn’t even have the suggestion of a limp. 


He’ll be back in the station on Monday, which is why this 
has to happen. Why it has to be today. Because if we don’t 
come clean about our relationship, Cyrus will work it out on 
his own, and then he’s going to be mad. 


“Anything I can do?” I ask. 


Brit shakes her head and shoos me towards the kitchen 
table. “Just sit. It'll be ready soon,” she says. 


I sit down at the worn wooden surface, a place I know all 
too well. How many times did I sit here for dinner with 
Cyrus and Brit’s mom? How many times since she left? 


Ghosts of times gone by gather within me, until Brit and 
Cyrus bustle through, each carrying plates and drinks. 


“Looks great,” I say, catching Brit’s eye and the nervous 
energy She is giving off like sparks around her. 


“Dig in,” Cyrus says, grabbing up his own knife and fork to 
get started. 


I can barely taste the food. We wait until the end of the 
dinner, like we agreed. Brit wanted to eat first, to be 
together, for Cyrus to remember how much he likes me 
before we tell him. 


“Daddy,” she says now, sending a spike of adrenaline to my 
gut. “I wanted to tell you something.” 


“We wanted to tell you something,” I correct her, stepping 
up. This is my opportunity to show Cyrus how serious I am, 
and that I’m willing to look out for Brit. That I won’t ever let 
her stand on her own again. 


His eyes dart back and forth between us. “What?” he asks, 
suspicious and somehow choked, as if he knows already but 
won't admit it. 


I take a breath. “Brit and I have fallen in love,” I tell him, all 
in one. Like ripping off a band-aid. “We’re together. For the 
long haul.” 


Cyrus blinks, looking between us still. Down at our hands, 
which have entwined together on the table. 


Then he stands up with a jolt, his chair clattering back as 
his face goes red. “What the hell is this? My daughter?” he 
yells, directing his comments only at me. 


“T love her, Cy. I mean it. It came out of nowhere. But she’s 
mine.” 


“Yours?” he roars. “How dare you? She’s not yours, she’s - 
she’s mine - she’s my little girl!” 


“Dad!” Brit cries. 


“No, this is - you know how old she is? You could be her 
father yourself ” 


“Dad, please,” Brit says, taking hold of his forearm. “Please, 
just listen. Dom’s a good man. The best. He makes me 


happy.” 


Cyrus throws off her arm, shaking his head furiously at me. 
“How could you do this?” he demands. “I asked you to look 
after her, not - seduce her!” 


“It wasn’t like that,” I tell him, quiet and calm. I won’t get 
up. I won’t make the situation escalate even further. 


“Dad!” Brit tries again. “You know how good he is. He saved 
your life. He almost died. Don’t you remember?” 


Cyrus falters, looking at her for the first time. Then he looks 
at me, his eyes going to my collar, to the scars that he 
knows are just beyond. 


“T will look after her,” I tell him. “For the rest of my life. I 
Swear.” 


Cyrus sinks down into his chair slowly, his face draining of 
color. I can see he’s calming down. 


All I have to do now is convince him that I truly mean well. 
And, with Brit backing me up all the way, that’s exactly what 


I spend the next hour doing. 


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO 


B rittany 


“Pm in shock,” Dad says, holding my hands in his. “But, 
Cupcake, I want you to know that I want the best for you. 
Only and always the best.” 


“That’s what I have,” I tell him. “That’s what Dom is.” 


“Then...” Dad sighs, lets go of my hands, and passes his 
hands over his face. “Then I guess... you have my blessing.” 


He looks older somehow, like the last hour has taken years 
from him. I glance over to where Dom is waiting for me by 
the door, patient and inscrutable. I step forward to plant a 
kiss on Dad’s cheek and squeeze him quickly in my arms. 
“Love, you Dad,” I tell him. 


“T love you too, Cupcake,” he says. He steps back, letting me 
go. 
I move over to Dom and follow him out of the house, then 


down the road. The last month has been full of sneaking 
around, heading over to his place after work, on days off, 


whenever I have the chance. Dad must have been 
suspicious, although he didn’t say anything until today. 


But at last we have his blessing, and that’s what matters. 


We walk hand in hand. Dom only lives a couple of blocks 
away, one of the reasons why he and my Dad got so close in 
the first place. Even if it made things awkward, I’m grateful. 
I wouldn’t have known him at all, otherwise. 


Dom unlocks the door, and I step inside, instantly turning 
my nose up to the air. A familiar scent hits me. As Dom 
moves out of the way, then I see them trailing up the stairs, 
rose petals... 


“What is this?” I ask, looking around in surprise. 


Dom laughs. “Okay. I was going to wait until later, but I 
can’t,” he says, shutting the door behind us and taking hold 
of my hands. “You’re just too adorable. I’ve got to do this 
now, so that afterwards we can go up and have the best 
night of our lives in the hot tub.” 


“Do what?” I ask, my heart jumping into my throat because 
I think I know, but it’s too wonderful to believe. 


Dom pauses for a moment, flashing me a brilliant smile with 
his white teeth, transforming his face. He might be hot 
when he wears that stony expression like a man carved 
from stone, but when he smiles, it all gets so much better. 


Then he drops down onto one knee, and I can’t breathe. 


“Brit,” he says. “You were the thing I didn’t know was 
missing from my life. I thought I was fine with being alone. 
It turns out I was just waiting for you to come back here. I 
love you, and I don’t want to spend another day without 
you. Will you marry me?” 


With tears in my eyes, I reach out to take the small jewelry 
box from his hands. It’s only been six weeks, and anyone 
else might think we were moving too fast. 


Anyone else wouldn’t know the way it feels when we’re 
together, how right it is. How we fit together like puzzle 
pieces. How it feels like I’ve spent my whole life growing up 
just to be here at this moment, where I’m meant to be. 


“Yes,” I tell him, gasping with happiness. 


EPILOGUE 


E pilogue - 


Dom 


I shuck off my coat, stained with soot and sweat, and hang it 
on the wall. My helmet joins it, and I wipe a hand across my 
brow. It comes off black. I must look a state. 


I take a quick stop by the locker rooms to wash off my face 
and hands, before heading into the dispatch room. I 
wouldn’t want Brit to see me looking like I just stepped out 
of a fire. She might not be as twitchy about the nature of 
this work as her Mom was, but I don’t want her to worry 
right now. It wouldn’t be good for the baby. 


“Hey, princess,” I say, leaning my head around the door. 


Brit has her headset on, but she is relaxed, looking at 
something on her phone. She turns, her face brightening to 
see me, and gets up. “Dom! How was the call-out?” 


I shrug, showing her that I am whole and in one piece. “It 
went fine. Property took some damage, but it’s repairable. 
We got there fast enough.” 


“Well done, sweetie,” she says, wrapping her arms around 
my neck. We laugh, as we inevitably do, at how big her belly 
is between us, how she almost stands at arms length to hug 
me now. 


“You ready for Friday?” I ask. I gesture with a nod towards 
her desk, where she has a small collection of personal items 
that she’ll need to gather up soon. She passed the six- 
month mark of her pregnancy last week, and Friday is her 
last day before she goes on maternity leave. 


Brit makes a face. “I don’t want to go,” she says. “I'll just be 
sitting at home, worrying. I like being here, where I can see 
you’re not hurt.” 


“You'll still see me every night, mama,” I say, rubbing her 
belly. “You know I’m staying safe. Not taking any risks. I 
want to meet our little mini-me.” 


She takes hold of one of my hands, twisting the wedding 
ring around my finger. “I know. It doesn’t seem like long 
enough. I’m used to seeing you around throughout the day.” 


“You’re just sad we won’t be able to hook up in any more 
closets,” I tease her. Something about being pregnant has 
sent Brit’s horniness into overdrive. 


“Speaking of,” she says, biting her lip with a wicked smile. 


Then her expression changes, switching to professional. 
She turns from me quickly, pressing a button on the side of 
her headset. “Fire Department 408. How can I help you?” 


I squeeze her shoulder briefly by way of a goodbye, but 
linger in the doorway to watch her work. Damn, my wife. 
She’s good at her job. I listen as she starts taking details, 
my eyes lingering down to that perfect ass, and finally leave 
her to it. 


I’m a lucky man. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


B rittany 


“Come on,” I say, jiggling baby Reed into my other arm 
while I reach out for Natalie, our five-year old wanderer to 
stop her from trailing out into the road. “This way, kids. This 
is where Mommy and Daddy work. Isn’t this exciting?” 


Natalie nods with a giggle, but behind her, our oldest boy 
Cyrus, and Kathryn for Dom’s mother look unimpressed. It’s 
not like they haven’t been here before. When Cyrus was 
born, ten years ago, I came back to work as soon as I could. 
The arrival of Kathryn two years later didn’t slow me down, 
either. 


The two of them take the lead, walking quicker than a 
woman carrying a baby and trying to keep a toddler in 
check could. They know the way, and today we’re 
surrounded by friends. I still keep a close eye on them, right 
up until I hear Cyrus shout “Daddy!” and run forward. 


I pass through the crowd of people with Reed and Natalie, 
smiling and greeting people I know on the way. My 
colleagues and their families. Dom is, as I might have 


predicted, manning the grill, waving a spatula around as he 
chats casually with some of the other members of his crew. 


“Hey, baby,” he says, turning to plant a kiss on my lips. “And 
baby,” he adds, smiling at his own joke as he plants another 
kiss on Reed’s forehead. 


“How’s the food going?” I ask, peering over his shoulder at 
the meat sizzling away on the grill. It looks almost ready. 


“Oh, I don’t know,” he says, giving me a mischievous look. 
“It might be ready in about four, five hours or so.” 


“Nooooo,” Kathryn complains, hugging her father’s leg and 
tugging at the bottom of his shirt. 


“Daddy, we’re so hungry,” Natalie informs him gravely, 
putting on her best pouty face. 


“Okay, well, Daddy will turn the grill up and get it done in 
about five minutes. How’s that, champ?” he asks, ruffling 
Cyrus’ hair. 


Cyrus, who is going to be starting middle school in the fall 
and is therefore way too old for Daddy’s games, brushes his 
hair back into place. “Can I have ice cream?” he asks. 


“That’s for after the meal, buddy,” Dom laughs. 


“Can we go play with Nathan and Allie?” Natalie asks, 
looking out over the yard to the children of another 
firefighter who they play with often. I agree with a few 
cautions about being careful, and watch them as they run 
off to have fun. 


“Getting bored of it yet, Brit?” Matt, one of Dom’s crew 
mates, asks with a smile. 


“T never get bored of it,” I say, shaking my head. “But I’m 
looking forward to getting back to work.” 


“Us, too,” Matt grins, clinking his beer bottle against that of 
another member of the crew. “We need our Captain back up 
to fighting shape. He’s just not as effective when it’s not his 
beautiful wife sending him out on calls.” 


There’s laughter from the group, complete with Dom 
digging his elbow into Matt's ribs. “Fill that mouth of yours 
with some burgers,” he says, “Before you get any ideas 
about complimenting my beautiful wife.” 


I laugh at that, the fact that even after nearly eleven years 
together Dom can still get jealous. I would never stray, and 
he knows that. But it’s cute when he does his caveman 
routine. 


“Mommy wants a burger,” I say, pretending to muscle Matt 
out of the way. 


“Sorry, men. I have to serve the hottest woman in the place 
first,” Dom grins, handing me a plate as there are general 
groans of faux complaint around us. 


I take a plate heaped with four burgers in buns and retreat, 
calling the kids back to eat. As they each start chowing 
down hungrily, I look up, and catch my husband watching 
me as he serves the rest of the cookout. He looks at me, in 
that special way that only he has, and I know what it means. 


I love you, princess. 


And I smile back that special smile I reserve only for him. 
The one that means, I love you too. 


I’m a lucky woman. 
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